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T O THE 



RIGHT HONOURABLE 

John, Earl of Bute, 

GROOM of the STOLE 



TO HIS 



Royal Highnefs the Prince of Wales, 



My Lord, 

TH E generous concern you were pleafed 
to exprefs for the anxieties of a young 
Author, then wholly unknown to your 
Lordihip, and tremWing for his firft attempt 
towards ^^ the graveft, moraleft, and moft 

A 2 ** fro- 



•m» 



iv DEDICATION. 

" profitable of all poems/* as Milton calls a 
Tragedy, was the diftinguifliing mark of a 
mind truly great, and endued with thofe 
fine feelings which arc the ornaments of even 
greatnefs itfelf. To this your innate partiality 
for every endeavour in the polite arts I muft 
afcribe it, that the following fcenes met with 
an early approbation from your Lordfhip ; an 
approbation that was at once the author's pride^ 
and his flrongefl afTurance of fuccefs. 

The Public have indeed very far outgone my 
mbft fanguine hopes, jn their reception of this 
piece : but now, my Lord, Tie Orphan has 
another fevere trial to go through ; he muft ad- 
venture into the world, unaffifted by the advan- 
tages of reprefentation : he muft enter your 
Lordfhip's clofet, and there ftand the examina- 
tion of the moft accurate criticifm. In Meti def- 
cendat judicis aures. This cannot but be an 
alarming circumftance to a writer fully confci- 
ous of his own inability ; who has not been able 
entirely to pleafe even his own tafte j who de- 
fpairs of fatisfying others of a more exalted 

relifli 



DEDICATION. v 

TcHfh in the arts, and therefore craves at your 
Lord(bip's hands that protedion to his induftry, 
which he is awanp cannot be granted to his 
merit. , . 

I have the honour to remain, with the trueil 
refpeA, and mod grateful acknowlegement, 

My Lord, 

Your Lordfliip's 
Moft obliged, 
and mod devoted 



humble fervant, 



Lincoln's Inn, 
April 30, 1759. 



ARTHUR MURPHY- 



PROLOGUE. 

By WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, Efqj 

POET-LAUREAT. 

Spoken by Mr. HOLLAND. 

£NOUG H of Greece and Rome. TV exhauftedjlore 
Of either nation now can charm m more: 
i,v^n adventitiota helts in vain we try^ 
Our triumphs languijh in the public eye j 
^nd grave procejjionsj mufically Jlow^ 
Here pafs unheeded.^ — as a Lord Mayor* s Jhew* 

On eagle wings the poet of to-mgbt 
Soars for frejh virtues to the fource of lights 
To China* s eajlern realms : and boldly bears 
Confucius* morals to Briianma*s eatfs. 
Accept t)/ imported boon ; as ecchoing Greece 
Received' from wandering chiefs her golden fliece ; 
Nor only richer by the fpoils become^ 
But praife fh* advent* vous yotithj who hrings them home* 

One dubious chara6ler^ we own^ he drawSy 
A patriot zealous in a monarches caufe ! 
Nice is the tajk the varying hand to guide j 
And teach the blending colours to divide ; 
IVJiercy rainboW'likcj th* encroaching tints invade 
Each other's bounds j and mingle light with Jhade* 

If then^ ajfiduous to obtain his endy 
You find too far the Jubje^'s zeal extend'^ 
If undiflinguijh* d loyalty prevails 
tVljcre nature jhrinks^ and Jlrong affeSlion failsy 
On China's tenets charge the fond miflakcy 
And fpare his error for his Virtue s fake. 

From nobler motives our allegiance fprings^ 
For Britain knows no Right Divine in Kings ; 
From freedom's choice that boafled right arofe^ 
And thro* each line from freedom's choice it flows. 
Jufiice^ with Mercy join'd^ the throne maintains 5 
Afid in his People's Hearts our Monarch reigns. 

EPI- 



EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Mrs. YATES. 

CT^H R O' /I've long a3j r*ve 'wore wy figging faci^ 
-^ Confif^d by critic IcpUjj to time onM place ^ 
Yet that once done, Itttmbk as I pkafey 

Cry London Hoy ! and lubijk oer land and feas 

^- La£eSf excufe wf drefs^^-' ^tis true Chine/e, 
nuSf quit of hujband^ deaths and tragic ftrain^ 
Let us eeipy our dear fmatl talk again, 

Hotv cottd this hard fuccefsful hope to pro^e f 
So majTf hermSf -^ asul not one in Utfe / 
No fidtor here to talk of Jiames that thrill \ 

7o fi^ the ci<vil thing " Your eyeS Jb Jtlllf* -^^-^ 

No ravi/betf to farce us *-** — to tmr ^ii f 
Yot^ve fun their eaftem 'virtues , patriot fa^ans. 
And now far fimetbing tf their tafle ana ft^idns, 

Lord! that s charming '-'^'^ dies my Lady Fidgety 

1 long to knonu it Do the creatures kdjpt f 
Dear Mrs^ Totes ^ do, tell us — *-^Weil, how is itt 

Firfti as to beauty ■ Set your hearts at r^ — 
^hefre all broad foreheads, and figs eyet Ut hf* 
And then they iaed fitch ftrc^ge, fuch formal U*v§s f — 
"^A little more at home than Er^lifi <imnns: 
Left the poor things ftmCd roam, And prove untrue, 
They all ta^ crippled in the tiney Jhoe* 
A hopeful fcbeme to keep a nvife from madding ! 
'^^JVe pinch our feet, and yet are ever gadding* 
Then thtfve no cards, no routs, ne'er take their fing. 
And pin-money is an 'unhedtd-of thing / 
Then botw d*ye think they ijurite ? YouWl ne*er divine- 



\ 
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From top to bottom down in one fir ait line, [Mimicks. 

We ladies, vohen our fames vie cannot fmotbeT, 

Write letters '^-from one corner to an&ther, [Mimicks. 

One mode there is, in *which both climes agree ; 

I fcarce can tell "^Mongft friends then let it be ~— 

— - The creatures love to cheat as voell as <we. 

But blefs my voits! IS/e fate forgot the bard " g . < 
A civil foul / — By me he fends this card 
** Prelents reipedls — to ev^ry lady here' 

•' Hopes for the honor of afingle tear^ 

The critics then nuill throvi thsir dirt in vain. 
One drop from you vjill voajh out ev^ry ftain^ 

Acquaints you (novj the man is paft his fright) 

Me holds bis rout, — and here he keeps his night* 

Afj'ures you all a voelcome kind and hearty. 

The ladies Jhall play crowns'^ and there* s the Jhilling party, 

[Points to the upper gallery^ 



Dramatis Perfonse* 



TiMURKAN, Emperor of I 
the Tartars, 3 

OcTAR, a Tartar General, 

Zamti, a Mandarine, 

Etan, educated as his Son, 

Ha MET, a youthful Cap- 7 
tive, X 

MoRAT, a faithful friend i 
of Zamti, > 3 

MiRVAN, a Chinefe ini 
the Tartar's fervice, fe- ?• 
cretly a friend of Zamti, ^ 

Orasming, 7 Two con- C 
ZiMvENTi, 3 fpirators, \ 



Mr. Hav A R D." 

Mr. Bransby. 
Mr. Garrick, 
Mn Mossop. 

Mr. Holland. 
Mr. Burton. 



Mr. Davies. 

Mr. Packer. 
Mr. Austin. 



Mandane, Zamti*s wife, Mrs. Yates. 



Meflenger, Guards, &c. 



SCENE, Pekin, Capital of China. 



Orphan of China. 



A C T I. 

EnttT Mandanb and Mirvah. 

MANDANE. 
^4444*j^jtM^O, never; Mirvan, never— ft'iU this 
heart 
; Muft throb with ceafelcfe woe — 
^ All-gracious heav'n ! 

$\^23!^]^3** 'Will not this palace drench'd ia 
O-H********* gore; the crown ' 

Of China's kimfs fix'd on the Tartar's brow j 
Will not a traft of twenty years in bondage ! 
Ah ! wilt not thcfe fufficc, without frefh cacfev 
Of bitter anguilh in Mandane*s breaft ? — 

M I R V A N. i . 

Better fuppreTs thefe unavailing tears. 
This fruitlefs flood of grief. — 

S MANDASt£. 
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2 The Orphan of China. 

. MANDANE. 
It will riot be — 

Ev'n mid'ft the Tiorrors of this difmal hour, 
When fate has all transferr'd from loft Cathai 
To vile barbarian hands •, — in fuch an hour 
This heart, revolting from the public caufe. 
Bleeds from a private fourcc; bleeds for the woes 
That hang o'er Zamti*s houfe — 

MIR VAN. 
Alas ! Mandane, 

Amidft the general wreck, who docs not feel 
The keen domeftic pang ? 

M A N D A NE. 

Yes, all— We all 

Muft feel the kindred-touch 5 -7-daily the cries 
Of widows, orphans, father, fon, and brother 
In vain are fent to heav*n ; -^ the wafteful rage 
Of thefe barbarians, — tbef&af curs'd invaders, — 
Burns with increaHng fire ; ~ the thunder ftill 
Rolls o*er our heads, threatning with hideous crafh 
To fall at once, and bury us in ruin. 

MIRVAN. 
And quickly fall it mufti — The hand of heav'n 
Weighs this great empire down. 

, MANDANE. r 

Nay, tax not heav'n ! 

Almighty juftice never bares it's arm 

*Gainft innocence and truth. — *Tis Timurkan, 

That fell barbarian — that infatiate wafter — 

May curies blaft the Tartar ! — he — ^ *tis he 

Has bore down all, and ftill his ftaught*ring fwbrd 

In yonder field of death, where Corea*s troops 

Made their laft ftand for liberty and China, 

Crimfons the land with blood, — This battle loft, 

Oh! then farewd to all. — But* Mirvan, fay, 

How came the tidings ? *■■ .. 

MIRVAN. 
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MIRVAN. 

From yon lofty tow'r, ^ 

As my eyes,^ ftn^niitg tow'rd the diftant.plain^ 
Sent forth ah aoxiQUs look^ thro' clouds of duft 
The favage< bands appeared ; the weilern fun 

Gleam'd on their bumifh'd helms; and foon a 

Ihout 
From the glad mukitude proclaim'd th'approach 
Qf Timurkan ; elated with new conqueft, 
The tyrant comes, and where his wrath will flop 
Heav'a only knows. ■ 

MANDANE. 

Oh! there— there lies the thought 
At which imagination ftarts, appallM 
With horror at the fcene her bufy workings 
Have coloured to my fight — there lies the thought 
I'hat wakens all a mother's- fears ^ — alas ! 
I tremble for my fon 

MIRVAN. 
Your fofiJ ?-r:kihd heav'n ! 
Have yoii hbt check'd his ardour?-— with your tears. 
Your foft authority, reftrain'd the hero 
From the alarms of war ? 
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MANDANE. 

Alas, good Mirvan, 

Thou little know'ft his danger — but that truth 

Muft never pafs thefe lips. — 

MIRVAN, 
I hope Mandane 

Doubts not my honeft zeal — full well you know 
1 bear this tyrant deep arid mortal hate i 
That under him I lift, and wear this garb 
In hopes that fome occafipn may arrive^ 
When I may ftrike an unexpc6tcd blow, 
And do my country right, 

B 2 MANDANE. 



MANdANt. 

Thy loyalty. 

Thy truth, and honour hzTt hieti eiter fpottefi. 
Befidesthy wrongs, thyceuntkfswroi^^, the wounds 
He gaVe your injured family and name, — 

MIRVAN. 
Alas ! thoie wounds muft ftill lie bkeding here, 
Untented by the hand of time— -=• Not att 
His lenient arts, his favours heaped upon me, 
Shall coot the burning anguiih of my (bul'. 
What he, that flew my father F draggM my filler,. 
Blooming in years, to his detefted bed !; 
Yes, tyrant, ycsj — thy unextingutfli'd foe 
Dwells in this' bofom.^-^ Surely then to mc 
Mandane may reveal her griefs — her wrorngs 
Will add new fuel to my hidden fires^ 
And make them burn more fiercely.——*- 

MANDTANE. 

Urge no more— — 

My woes mult reft conce^'d-^yet fliould the tyrant 
Learn from the captives of yon vaoquiffafdrhoft. 
That China's Orphan breariies the vital air. 
And to hicnfelf unknown within his breait 
Unconfcious bears the gen'rous glowing flame 
Of all the virtues of his royal line 5 
Oh ! fliould they know that the dear youth furviycs^. 
That for his righteous caufe this war beg^. 
Their fury then would kindle to a blaze. 
Might wrap the world in flathes, and in the ruin 
My blamelefs foii might perifli. 

MfRVAN. 

« 

Seek not thUSL 

To multiply the ills that hover roupd you i 

Nor from the ftores of bufy fancy add 

New fliaftsto fortune's quiver. — Zamtifs care 

Hath ftill deceiv'd fufpicion's w^ful eye ; 

And 
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The ORPHAN of C-HINA. ^ 

And o*er the mandlLrine his manners pure. 
And facred fun(5tion have difiys'd an air 
Of venerable awe, which e'en can teach 
Thefe northern foes to foften into men. 

MANDANE. 

Yes, Mirvan, yes — Religion wears a mien 

In Zamd's perCon fo ieverely piild. 

That the fierce Scythian refts tipon his foear, ' 

And wonders what he feeh.-^.SucK is tnc charm 

Of heart-felt virtue ; fuch is nature's force 

That fpeaks abroad^ and in rude northern hearts 

Can ftamp the image of an awful God. 

Frpm that fource fprings fome hope : — ^Wretch that 

lam! 
Hope idly flutters on my trembling tongue; 
"While melancholy brooding o*er her wrongs. 
Lays wafle the mind with horror and defpair. 
i — What rioife 1$ that ? -^ < 

• MIRVAN. 

Compofe this ftorm of grief > 

In ev'ry found your fancy hears the Tartar — — - 

Your hufband this way bends — . 

• MANDANE. 

Celeftial pow*rs ! . 

What laboring fighs heave in his breaft ? what 

terror 
Rolls in the patriot's eye ? — hafte, Mirvan^ hence •, 
Again look out ; gather the flying news. 
And let nie know each circumflance of ruin. 

[Exit Mirvan* 



Zamti ! 
M»ndane ! 



Enter Zamti. * 

MANDANE. 
ZAMTI, 



JB 5 MAN- 



6 The Orphan of China. 

MANDANE. 

Ah ! what haft thou fecn ? • 

What haft thou heard ? — tell mc, — has fate decreed 
The doom of China ! 

ZAMTI. 

China is no more ; 

The ^aftern world is loft — this mighty empire 
Falls with the Univerfe beneath the ftroke 
Of lavage force — falls from its towering hopes ; 
For ever, ever fallen ! 

MANDANE. 
Yet why, ye pow'rs ! 

Why (hould a tyrant, train*d to luft and murder^ 
A lawlefs ravager from favage wilds. 
Where chearful day ne*er dawns, but lowering heav'n 
For ever rolls a turbulence of clouds j . 
Why (hould a monfter thus ufurp the wprld. 
And trample fair (implicity from ill 
Beneath his ruffian feet ? - 



^M 



ZAMTI. 

Far hence, Mandane, 

Thofe happy days, alas ! arc fled, when peace 
Hcrre nurs'd her blooming olives, and (bed round 
Her foft'ring influence.-- — In vain the plan 
Of facred laws, by hoary ciders taught, , 
Laws bounded on the bafe of public weal, ■ 
Gave leffons to the world.— -In vain Confucius 
Unlocked his radiant ftores of moral truth ; 
In vain bright fcience, and each tender mufe, 
Beam'd ev*ry elegance on polifli'd life- 
Barbarian pow*r prevails. — : — Whatever our fages 

taught, 
Or genius could infpire, muft fede awaiy. 
And each fair virtue wither at the blaft 
Of northern domination. 

MAN- 
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. MANbANE. 
Fatal day! 

More fatal e'en than that, which firft beheld 
This race accursM within thefe palace walls, 
Since hope, that balm of wretched mihds, is now 
Irrevocably loft.- ^ 

ZAMTI. 
Name not the day 

Which faw this city fackM — frefli ftreammy eyes, 
Frelh bleeds my heart, whene'er the fad idea 
Comes o'er my tortur'd mind. — Why, cruel pbw'rs ! 
Why in that moment could not Zamti fall i 

MAN DANE. 

Thy fandity, the fymbol of thy God, 
Made ev'n the conqueror fufpend his blow. 

And murmur foft humanity. rHigh heav'n ' 

Proteded thee for its own great defigns ; 
To. fa vc the royal child, the new -born babe, 
it^rom the dire daughter of his ancient line. 

ZAMTI. 
Yes, my Mandane, in that hour of carnage. 
For purpofes yet iothe womb of time, 

I was rel'erv'd. 1 was ordain'd to fave 

The infant boy > the dear, the precious charge, . 
The laft of all my kings j — full twenty years 
I've hid him from the world and from himfelf. 

And now I fwear-^ Kneel we together here. 

While In this dreadful paufe our fouls renew 
Their folcmn pui-pofe. > ■ ■■ Both kneel. 

*' * Thou all-gracious Being, • 

Whofe tutelary care hath watch'd the fate 
Of China's Orphan, who haft taught his fteps 
The paths of fafety, ftill envelop him 
In fev'nfold ni^r, till .your own hour is come j 
Till ydur flow jufticc fee the dread occafion 
To roufe his foul, and bid him walk abroad 

B 4 Vicegerent 
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Vicegerent of your pow'r ;— and if thy fervanf. 
Or this his loft allbciate, ere defeat 
By any word or deed the great defian^ 
Then ftrait may all your horrible aifpleafure 
Be launched upon us from your red right arm. 
And in one ruin dalh us both together. 
The blailed monuments of wrath : 

MANDANE* 

That here 

Mandane vows ne'er to betray his cauie« 

Be it enroird in the records of heav'n I Both rife, 

ZAMTI. 

And now my heart more lightly beats ; methinks 
With ftrengdi redoubled I can meet the fliock 
Of adverfe fate. 

MANDANE. 

And lo ! the trial comes ■■ 

For fee where Etan mourns — See where the youth» 
Unknowing of the ftorm that gathers o'er him. 
Brings fome new tale of woe.' 

Enter Etan. 

ETAN. 

My honoured father. 

And you, my helplefs mother,— ah ! where now, 
Illuftrious wretched pair, where will ye fly ? 
Where will your miieries now find a fiielter ? 

ZAMTL 

In virtue--— I and this dear faithful woman. 
We afk no more. — — 

MANDANE. 

Ah! quickly, Etan, fay 

What means that pallid look? — what new event 

Brin^ on the work of fate ? — 

ZAMtIt 
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ZAMTh 

Say, does the tyrant 

Return unglutted yet with blood ?— - 

ETAN. 
He c^oes j 

Ev*n now his triumph moves within the gates 
In dread barbaric pomp : -^ the iron fwarms 
Of Hyperboreans troop along the ftreets. 
Reeking from flaughter ; while, from gazing crowds 
Of their dire countrymen, an uproar wila 
Of joy ferocious thro* th'aftontih'd air 
Howls like a northern tempcft : — 0*er the reft. 
Proud in fuperior eminence of guilt, 
The tyrant.ridesfublime.— Behind his car 
The refufe of the ifword, a captive train ' 
Difplay their honeft fears, and gnafh their teeth 
'With rage and delperation,— — , 

• MANDANE. 
Cruel fete! 

ETAN. 
With thefe a youth, diftinguilh'd from the reft. 
Proceeds in fulkn march.— Heroic fire 
Glows in his chedc, an^f from his flaflung eye 
Beams amiable horror.—— 

MANDANE. 

What of this youth ? — 

Z A M T I. 

Be not alarm'd, Mandanc — What of him ? 

ETAN. 

On him all eyes were fix'd with eager gaze. 
As if their fpirifs, ftruggling to come forth, 
Would ftrain each vifual nerve, — while thro' the 

crowd 
A bufy murmur ran — " If fame fay right, 
t* Beaoath that habit lurks a prince ^ the laft 

Of 
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•* Of China's race."— The rumour fprcjub abroad 
From man to man v and. all with loud acclaim 
Penounce their vengeance on him, 

M A N D A N E. 

Ha ! what fay'ft thou, Etan ? 

Hcav*ns how each blackening hour in deeper horror 

Comes charged with woe ! 

ZAMTI. 
It cannot be.— Ye vain, 
Ye groundlels terrors hence. 4fide. 

MANDANE. 
My honoured lord, 

Thofe eyes upturn'd to heav*n, alas ! in vain. 
Declare your inward conflift. ■ ■ 

•ZAMTI. 

Lov'd Mandane, 

I prithee leave mc-^but a moment leave me.— 

Heed not the workings of a fickly fancy. 

Wrought on by cvVy popular report. 

Thou know'ft with Morat I conve/d the infant 

Far as the eaidern point of Corea's realm ; 

There where no human trace is feen, no found 

Aflails the ear, fave when the foaming furge 

Breaks on the (helving beach, that there the youth 

Might mock their bufy fearch.— Then check iby 

fears 

Retire, mylovp, awhile •, Til come. apon,— 
And fortify thy foul with firm rcfolve. 
Becoming Zamti's wife. ' 

MANDANE. 
Yes, Zamti's wife 

Shall never aft unworthy of her lord. 
Then hence Til go, andfatisfy each doubt 
This youthful captive raifes in my heart. 

Quick 
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Quiclcpamtiig-witK its fears. — And O yc powVs! 
ProtQd mf ibii| my huftand, and my king ! 

lExU Mundane^ 

, ' • ■ • 

Zamti and Etan. 

ZAlATl. 
Come hither, Etan — thou pcrcciv'ft the toils 
That now incircle mc *-i— 

Alas! too well 

I fee th*impending ftorm. — Butfurely, fir. 
Should this young captive prove the royal Orphan^ 
You*ll never own th*important truth. ■■ 

ZAMTX 

Dream not, young man, 
•To ftand fccure, yet blooming into life. 
While vengeance hovers o'er your father's hea<L 
The ftock once fill'n,. each fcyon muft d^cay. 

• 'etan. 

Then let me pcrifli ; witnefs for me, hear*!!, 

Copld Etan's fall appeafe the ty^ni*s w^ath, 
A willing viftim he would yield his life. 
And aik no gfeater boon pf hcav*a. . , 

ZAMTI. > 

This zeal 
So fervid in a ftranger*s caufe ~— 

• • ETAN, 

Aftranger! he! 

My king a ftranger ! — Sir,_ you never meant ic-^ 

Perhaps you would explore the fiery feeds, . 

Of Etan's temper, ever prompt to blaze 

At honour's facred name. — 'Perilh the man. 

Who, when his country, calls .him to defend 

The rights of human kind> or bravely dic> 

Who 
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Who then to gloiy dead am fhriok a^i^» 
And hold ia council with his alMed: fcars^ 

ZAMTI. 

*Thefe tow'rings of the foul, alas ! are vain. 

I know the Tartat well — fliould I attempt 

By any virtuous fraud to veil the truth. 

His lion-rage ag^inihall ftaUc abroad, 

Agajn fliall qtsaflF the blood of innoiDube; - Z' 

And for Zaphimri all the poor remains > 

Of China's matrons and her hoary fires. 

Her blooming virgins, and her liigping habe$, \ 

Shall yield thoir dscoacs to (h; fell murd'i:er'4iknif(f. 

And aU be loft for ever -^-w-^ 

, . - • . ». hf • ' 

ETAN. .. : 

Then at once 

Proclaim him to the world; eachhoneft hand ; 
Will grafp a fword, wd, ^midft the circling guards, 
Re^h the ufurper's heart — or Ihould they wil, 
Shduld overwhelming bands obftrud the deed, 
•They'll greatly dare to die ! — better to die 
With falling liberty, than bafely lead 
An ignominious life. — Zaphimri loft. 
Ne'er ihall fair order dawn, but thro' the land ' 
Slav'ry fhall clank her chains, and vidation. 
Rapine, and murder riot at the will 
Of luft and iawlcfs .pow'r. . 

ZAMTL 

Thou brave young Itnan, 

Indulge my fond embrace — • thy Ipvely ardor 

It glads me thus to lee. — To cafe at once 

Thy gen'rous fears, — the prince Zaphimri^s fafcj 

Safe in my guardian care ~— • 

ETAN. 

This prisoner, fir. 

He docs not then alarm you ? 7^^--* 

ZAMTI. 
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No! from thence 

I've nought fo fcatr.— — 

ETAN, 

» 

Oh \ fir, inform your fon 
Wher^ is the royal youth ? 

2AMTL 

Seek not too iboa 

To know that truth — now 1*11 difclofe the work. 

The work of vengeance, which my laboring foul 

Has long been fafhidning* — Ev'n at this hour 

Stupendous ruin hovers o*er the heads 

Of this accurfed race 

E.TAN% 
Ruin! 

ZAMTI. 

ril tell thee 

When Timurkan led forth his favage bands. 
Unpeopling this great city, I then feiz'd 
The hour, to tamper with a choien few. 
Who have refolv*d, whea the barbarians lie 
Buried in fleep and wine, and bcntly dream 
Their havock o'ef again, — thcn^ tfien, my fon. 
In one colledted blow to burft upon *em ; 
Like their own northern clouds, wfioie midnight 

horror 
Impending o'er the world, at length breaks forth 
In the vaunt lightning's blaze, in ftorms and thunder 
Thro* all the red'ning air, till frighted nature 
Start from her couch, and waken to a fcene 
Of uproar and deftruftion. 

ETAN. 
Oh! my Father, 
The glorious enterprize [ 
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ZAMTI. 

Mark me, young man. — 
Seek thou my friends, OrafenBg and Zimventi. - 
In the dim holy cloifters of yon temple 
ThouUt find them muling — near Ofmingti's tomt> 
I charge they all xonvene •, and there do thou 
Await my coming. ■ Bid them ne'er remit 
Their high heroic ardor ; — - — let them know. 
Whatever ihall fall on this old mould*ring clay. 
The tyrant never ihall fubdue my mind. 



EMi9f the Firjt Act. 
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ACT 11. 

Enter Zamti. 

ZAMTI. 

JlTjyt"*! R E A M on, deluded tyrant ; yes, dream on 
M £) M In blind fecurity ! — whene'er high heav*n 
^ ^^2 Means to deftroy, it curies w;ith illufion, 
JMLrtL ifc JK With error of the mind.— —Yes, wreak 
V thy fury 

Upon this captive youth 5 -whoe'er he is. 

If from his death this groaning empire life. 
Once more itfdf, refplendent, rich in arts 
That humanize the world, — hepays a debt 
Due to his King, his Country, and his God« 
His father, — wherefoe'er he dwell,-— in tears 
Shall tell the glory on his boy deriv'd ; 
And ev'n his mother, 'midft her matron (hrieks. 
Shall blefs the childbed pang that brought him fbrth 
To this great lot, by fate to few allowed ! — — 
What would'ft thou, Mirvan ? 

« - 

£;^/^rMiRVAN, 

MIRVAN. 

Eagerly without, 

A revVend ftranger craves accefs to Zamti 



His head hoary with age, with galling tears 
His eyes fuffus'd ; his ev'ry look impatience— r— 

ZAMTI- . 
Give him admittance ■■ [Exit Mirvan. 

•How my fpirits ru{h 

Tumultuous 
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Tumultuous to my heart— what may this mean ? 
Lo ! where he comes ^ 

^nter Morat. 

MORAT. 

Zamti!— — 

ZAMTL 
Ha! — thro* the veil 
Of age, — that face-— that mkn— -Morat t 

MORAT. 

Oh ! Zamti, 

Let me once more embrace thee— — 

ZAMri. 

Good old man ! ^he^ end^ace% 

But wherefore art thou here ? — what of my boy ? 

MORAT. 

Ah ! what indeed ? — Ev*n from thd ocean's margin, 
Parch'd with the fiin, or chiird with n^dnight damps. 
O'er hiUs, and rocks, and dreary continents. 
In vain Tvc fdlow'd— — 

ZAMTT. 

Why didft let him forth ? 

MORAT. 

Think not thy Morat urg'd him to the. deed. 
His valour was the caufe -, and foon as fame 
Proclaim*d the prince alive, the mighty din 
of preparation through all Corea's realm 
Alarm'd his hreaft— Indignant of controul 
He burft his covert, and now, haplefs youth — 

ZAMTI. 

Ah ! — -dead!— jp S^tlefairn ! 

t MORATr 
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M OR A T; 
Alas! ev*nnpw 
He drags the conqu'ror's chain,-«~— 

ZAMTI. 
JMandane then 

May ftill embrace her fon. My boy may live, 

To know the fweets of freedom, e'er he die. 

MORAT. 

Alas ! the mcafure of your woes is full. . 
Unconfcious of our frauds, the tyrant thinks 
The prince his pris*ner in your fon.-— 

ZAMTI. 
Ah! Morat! 

MORAT. 

Wild thro* the ftreets the foe calls out on Zamti. 
Thee they pronounce the author of this fraud j 
And on your Hamet threaten inftant vengeance. 

ZAMTI. 

There was but this — but this, ye cruel powers. 
And this yoiiVe heap'd upon me.— Was it not 
Enough to tear him from his mother's arms, 
Doom'd for his prince to wander o*cr the world ? 
— Alas ! what needed more ? — Fond foolifh eyes. 
Stop your unbidden gufh' — tear, tear me piecemeal — 
— No, I will not complain— but whence on him 
Could that fufpicibn glance ? — . 

MORAT, 

This very morn, • 

E'er. yet the batde join'd, a faithful meflenger^ 
Who thro' the friendly gloom of night had held 
His darkling way, and pafs'd the Tartar's camp^ 
Brought me advices from the Cof ean chief, — 
That foon as Hamet join'd the warlike train. 
His ftory he related/— —Strait th? gallant leader 

C - Witt 
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Tumultuous to my heart— what may this mean ? 
Lo ! where he comes ^ 

Writer Morat. 

M O R A T. 

Zamtil— — 

ZAMTL 
Ha !— thro* the veil 
Of age, — that face-^thac mkn— Morac ! 

MORAT. 

Oh! Zamti^ 

Let me once more embrace thee— — 

ZAMTL 
Good old man ! ^bey emkra^^ 

But wherefore art thou here ? — what of my boy ? 

MORAT. 

Ah ! what indeed ? — Ev'n from the ocean^s margin*, 
Parch'd with die fiin, or chilPd with n^dntght damps, 
O'^r hiUs, and rocks, and dreary continents. 
In vain Fve fdlow'd ■ 

ZAMTT. 

Why didft let him forth ? 

MORAT. 

Think not thy Morat urg*d him to the, deed. 
His valour was the caufe ^ and foon as fame 
Proclaimed the prince alive, the mighty din 
of preparation through all Corea's realm 
Alarrp'd his hreaft— Indignant of controul 
He burft his covert, and now, haplefs youth — 

Z A M T I. 

Ah! — dead!— if) battle falKn! 

i MORATr 
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MORAT; 
Alas! ev*nnpw 
He drags the conqu'ror's chain,-~— 

ZAMTI. 
M andane then 

May ftill embrace her fon. My boy may live, 

To know the fwects of freedom, e'er he die. 

MORAT. 

Alas ! the meafure of your woes is full.. 
Unconfcious of our frauds, the tyrant thinks 
The prince his pris*ner in your fon. > 

ZAMTI. 
Ah! Morat! 

MORAT. 
Wild thro* the ftreets the foe calls out on Zamti. 

* 

Thee they pronounce the author of this fraud j 
And on your Hamet threaten inftant vengeance. 

ZAMTI. 

There was but this — but this, ye cruel powers. 
And this yoiiVe heap*d upon me.— Was it not 
Enough to tear him from his mother's arms, 
Doom'd for his prince to wander o*er the world ? 
— Alas ! what needed more ? — Fond foolifh eyes. 
Stop your unbiddengufh — tear, tearme piecemeal — 
— No, I will not complain— but whence on him 
Could that fufpicion glance ? * 

MORAT, 

This very morn, • 

E'er. yet the battle join*d, a faithful meflenger^ 
Who thro' the friendly gloom of night had held 
His darkling way, and pa6*d the Tartar's camp^ 
Brought me advices from the Corean chief, — 
That foon as Hamet join'd the warlike train. 

His ftory he related. Strait thj gallant leader 

C ' With 
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Tumultuous to my heart — what may this mean ? 
Lo ! where he comes ^ 

l^nter Morat. 

MORAT. 

Zamtil— — 

ZAMTL 

Ha ! — thro* the veil 

Of age, — that face-^thac mien— -Morat ! 

MORAT. 

Oh! Zamti, 

Let me once more embrace thee—— 

ZAMTL 
Good old man ! ^bty tmbrace^ 

But wherefore art thou here ? — what of my boy ? 

MORAT. 

Ah ! what indeed ? — Ev'n from the ocean^s margm, 
Parch'd with die fun, or chili'd with midnight damps. 
O'er hiUs, and rocks, and dreary continents. 
In vain Fve fdlow'd— 

ZAMTT. 

Why didft let him forth ? 

MORAT. 

Think not thy Morat urg*d him to the, deed. 
His valour was the caufe \ and foon as fame 
Proclaimed the prince alive, the mighty din 
of jpreparation through all Corea's realm 
Alarm'd his hreaft— Indignant of controul 
He burft his covert, and now, haplefs youth — 

ZAMTL 

Ah! — dead!— V battle falKn! 



MORATr 
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MORAT; 
Alas ! ev*n now 
He drags the conquVor*s chain,-?-—- 

ZAMTI. 
JMandane then 

May ftill embrace her fon. My boy may live, 

To know the fweets of freedom, e'er he die. 

MORAT. 

Alas ! the meafure of your woes is full. . 
Unconfcious of our frauds, the tyrant thinks 
The prince his pris*ner in your fon.-— — 

ZAMTI. 
Ah! Morat! 

MORAT. 

Wild thro* the ftreets the foe calls out on Zamti. 
Thee they pronounce the author of this fraud j 
And on your Hamet threaten inftant vengeance. 

ZAMTI. 

There was but this — but this, ye cruel powers. 
And this yoiiVe heap*d upon me.— Was it not 
Enough to tear him from his mother's arms, 
Doom'd for his prince to wander o*er the world ? 
— Alas ! what needed more ? — Fond fooljfh eyes. 
Stop your unbidden gufh' — ^tear, tear me piecemeal — 

No, I will not complain— but whence on him 

Could that fufpicion glance ? * 

; MORAT, 

This very morn, • 

E'er.yet the batdejoin'd, a faithful meflenger^ 
Who thro' the friendly gloOm of night had held 
His darkling way, and pafs*d the Tartar's camp^ 
Brought me advices from the Corean chief, — 
That foon as Hamet join'd the warlike train. 

His ftory he related. Strait the gallant leader 

C - With 
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Tumultuous to my heart— what may this mean ? 
Lo ! where he comes ^ 

l^nter Morat. 

MORAT. 

Zamtil— — 

ZAMTL 

Ha !— thro* the veil 

Of age, — that face— that mien— -Morac ! 

MORAT. 

Oh! Zamti^ 

Let me once more embrace thee— — 

ZAMTL 
Good old man ! ^btf mbrace% 

But wherefore art thou here ? — what of my boy ? 

AtORAT. 

Ah ! what indeed ? — Ev'n from the Ocean^s margtn, 
Parch'd with die fiin, or chitPd with midnight dsmps. 
O'er hiUs, and rocks, and dreary continents. 
In vain Fve fdlow'd ■ 

ZAMTT. 

Why didft let him forth ? 

MORAT. 

Think not thy Morat urg*d him to the, deed. 
His valour was the caufe \ and foon as fame 
Proclaimed the prince alive, the mighty din 
of preparation through ^1 Corea's realm 
Alarm'd his hreaft— Indignant of controul 
He burft his covert, and now, haplefs youth — 

ZAMTL 

Ah! — dead!— 1*1 battle fal^n! 



MORATr 
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M OR A T; 
Alas ! ev*n now 
He drags, the conqueror's chain,-—— . 

ZAMTI. 
JMandane then 

May ftill embrace her fon. My boy may live, 

To know the fwects of freedom, e'er he die, 

MORAT. 

Alas ! the meafure of your woes is full. . 
Unconfcious of our frauds, the tyrant thinks 
The prince his prisoner in your fon.— 

ZAMTI. 
Ah! Morat! 

MORAT. 

Wild thro' the ftreets the foe calls out on Zamti. 
Thee they pronounce the author of this fraud s 
And on your Hamet threaten inftant vengeance. 

ZAMTI. 

There was but this — but this, ye cruel powers. 
And this yoiiVe heap'd upon me.— Was it not 
Enough to tear him from his mother's arms, 
Doom'd for his prince to wander o'er the world ? 
— Alas ! what needed more ? — Fond foolifh eyes. 
Stop your unbidden gufh — tear, tearme piecemeal — 
— No, I will not complain— but whence on him 
Could that fufpicion glance ? '■ 

MORAT, 

This very morn, • 

E'cr.yet the battle join'd, a faithful meflenger^ 
Who thro' the friendly gloom of night had held 
His darkling way, and pafs*d the Tartar's camp^ 
Brought me advices from the Corean chief, — 
That foon as Hamet join'd the warlike train. 

His ftory he related. Strait the gallant leader 

C - With 
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With open arms received him— knew him for thy 

fon. 
In fecret knew him> nor rcveard he aught - 
That touched his birth. — But ftill the bufy voice 
Of fame, encreafing as fhe goes, through all thcL 

ranks 
Babbled abroad each circumftance.-*r-By thee 
How he was privately conveyed — Sent forth 
A tender infant to be rear'd in folitude, 
A ftranger to himfelf !-^Thc warriors faw 
With what a graceful port he mov'd in arms, 
An early hero!— deem'd him far above 
The common lot of life— dcem'd him Zaphimri, 
And all with reverential awe beheW him. 
This, this, my Zamti, rcach'd the tyrant's ear, 
And rifes into horrid proof. 

ZAMTI. 
Iffo, 

Oh ! what a facrifice muft now be made ! Afiie. 

MORAT. 
But when the fecret fhall be known ■■■' ■ 

ZAMTI. 

Oh! Morat! 

Does thy poor bleeding country ftill remain 
Dear to thy heart ?— Say, doft thou ftill revere 
That holy powV ajbpve. Supreme of Beings, 
Miftaken by the Bonzee, whom our fathers 
Worfliipp'd in happier days ! — — 

MORAT.* '. 
He, — only he 
For twenty years hath giv'n me ftrength in exile. 

ZAMTI. ^ 

Then bending here, before his awful throne. 

Swear wh&t I now unfold, fhall ever lie 

In facrcd filence wrappM.- ■ ' ■ * 

•• • " MORAT. 
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MORAT. 

I fwear ! -»*-*- 

Now mark me-* " '■'"' '■ • 

MoTM^my (oti'^itttrmfz ((fide.) Oh\ cruel, citiel 

talk. 
To conquer nature while the heart-ftrirtgs lMtak»-— 

i MORAT. 

Why heave thofe fighs?— and why that Uvirft of 
grief? 

ZAMTt; 

My fon— his guiltlefi blood — I cannot fpeak-*-*? 

Burfts into tears. 
MORAf; 

Ha ! Wilt thou Ihed his blood J-^^^-^ - * 

ZAMTI. 
Thou wretched father ! — — Half (^ie, 

MORAT. 

Oh ! ha4 ypu fewwo ^ virtlics pf .^hp yOHfh ; 
His trufb. W? epHWg?, his linlightcn d faind-^ 

^AMTI. 
\ prithee urge no niorc-r-here nature's voice 
Speaks in fuch pleadings : -^Such reproaches, Mora!,' 
—Here in my very heir^-^gives woundlngfe here. 
Thou can*ft not know^find oply parents fecU 

MORAT. 
And wilt thou^ crud in chy tears i*^-*-— 



'll ■ • -I T* 




ZAMTI. (i ^^ 

Nay teafe, , , ^ ^t^^-Ov^ 

In pity to a father ceafe— Think, Morat^ ^^oi^^ 

Think of Zaphiniri-^— 

MQRAT* 

iVh I how fares the "prince ? ' ' 

C a tKilLtU 
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Zi^MTL 

He fares, my Morat, like a God on earth. 
Unknowing his celeftial origin : 
Yet quick, intenfe, and burfting into adion ; 
His great heart labr'ing with he knows not what 

Prodigious deeds! Deeds, which e'er long (hall 

rouze, 
Aftonifli, and alarm the world. — — 

^lORAT. 
What mean 
Thofe myftic founds ? 

ZAMT . 
Revenge, conqueft, and freedom \ ■ 

MORAT, 

Conqueft and freedom 1 

Z A M T I. 

Ay ! — Conqueft and freedom ! 
The midnight hour fhall call a chofen band 
Of hidden patriots forth ^ who, when the foe 
Sinks down in drbnken revelry, fhall pour 
The gather'd rage of twenty years upon him. 
And vindicate the eaftern world. 

v' MORAT. 

Oh! Zamti, 

The news revives my foul, i— — 

ZAMTI. 
And can^ thou think 
To fave one vulgar life, that Zamti now 
Will marr the vaft defign ? — J^o •, — let him bleed. 
Let my boy bleed : — In fuch a caufe as this 
I can refign my fon — with tears of joy ' 
Refign him, — and one complicated pang 
Shall wrench him from my heart. 

The conqu'ror comes I Warlike mufic within^ 

This 
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This is no hour for parlying Morat, hence, 

Aad leave me to my (ix^d rcfolve. •- 

MORAT. 

Yet think. 

Think of fome means to fave your Hamet, — 

ZAMTI. 
Oh! 

It cannot be the foul of Timurkan 

» 

Is bold and ftirring — ^^ when occafion calls. 

He Ijprings aloft, like an expanding fire^ 

And marks his way with ruin. Now, he knows 

Zaphimri lives, his fear will make him daring 

Beyond his former crimes • for joy and riot 

Which this day's triumph brings, remorfelefs rage 

And maflacre fucceeji and all our hopes 

Are blafted, for ap unimportant boy. 

A fecond flourijh. 
MORAT. 

That nearer found proclaims his dread approach — . 
Yet once more, Zamti, think 

ZAMTI. / 

No more — Fll fend 

Thofe ihall conduft thee where Orafming lives — 
There dwell, unfeenof all.— But, Morat, firft 
Seek my Mandahe. — Heavens ! — how ftiall I bear 
Her ftrong impetuofity of grief, 
"When fee Ihall know my fatal purpofe ? — Thou 
Prepare her tender fpirit; footh her mind. 
And fave, oh! fave me frpm that dreadful conflift. 

, . [^Exeunt: 
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^*u)o large Solding-gaUs in the Back^fcene' art 
burji open by the Tartars, and then enter 
TiMUKKAN, mtb his Itrain. 

tiMURKAN. 
Hail to this regal dome, this glittVing palace ( 
Where this, inventive race have lavilh'd all 

Their el^ancc -, -> ye gay apartments, hail [ 

Beneath your ftoried roof, wheift mimic life 
Glows the eye^ and at the painter's touch 
A new creation lives along the walls j 
Oncfe more receive a conqueror, arriv'd 
From rougher fcencs, where ftern rebellion dar'd 
Draw forth his phalanx ; till this warlike arm 
Hurl'd defolation on his falling ranks. 
And now the monfter, in yon field of death. 
Lies overwhelmed in ruin. ■ ■ ■ 

OCTAR. 

There he fell. 

No more to ftalk thy realm •,. the eaftern world 
From this aufpicious day, beneath your feet 
Lies bound in adamantine chains. 

TIMURKAN. 

Thus Oftar, 

Shall Timurkan difplay his conquering banners^ 
torn high Samarcand's walls, to where the Tan^is 
^evolves his icy tribute to the fea. 

OCTAR. 

But fir ft this captive prince. 

TIMURKAN. 
Yes, Oftar, firft 

Zaphimri gluts my rage — bringhim before us — firft. 
We'll "crufli the feeds of dark confpiracy — • 
For Zamti — he, that falfe infidious flavc. 
Shall dearly pay his treafons. -— 

I OCTAR* 
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. OCTAK. 

Zamti*s crimes 

'Twere beft to leat^e unpHfriih'd : — * versed in wUes 
Of fly hypocrify, he wins the love 
Of the deluded multitude. — ^*Twould feem. 
Should we infliA that death his frauds defer ve,^ 
As if we meant d^ftriuAion xo" thd| faith : 
When a whole people's minds are once inflamed . 
For their religious rights, their fufy burns 
With rage mor^ c^eadfol, as the fource is holy. - ' ■ 

TJMURKAN. 
06lar, thou rcifonfft iright : — henceforth my art 
To xhake thirftubboi-n rac^ receive my yoke. 
Shall be by yielding to their foftcr manners. 
Their vefturej laws, aidcuftoms: thus to blend 
And make the whole one undiftinguifh*d people. 
The boy comes forth in fallen rtiood — :>ybatpaflions 
Swell in his bread in vaiii ! ■ . , » 

E^2ter Hamet in .cta^*ns. 

- T I M U R K A N. 

Thou art Ac youth', * 

Wh6' mow*dourbattkdowh, and flefli'd your fword 

I n many a flaughtcfd Tartar. — ^— 

haUet. 

Truci — lam. 

Too well I marJcM tf^y rige, and faw thee hew - 
A wafteful paflage fhro^ th'embattled plain. 

; . HAm'et. 

Then be thou witnefs for m^> in that hour 

I never fhiujn*d your tbickeli wax'y — and if 

In ^yonder fidd, where iny poor countrymen 

In mangled heaps Jie many a rood extended, 

.Kind f;a^e had doom'd me to a noble fall, 

%ith this rieht arm I carn'd it. 

Ca tiMUR. 
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TIMURKAN. ,' 

Say, what motive 

Unlhcai^ld thy rebel blade, and bad thee ^ek 
Thefc wars ? 

HAMET. 
The love of honourable deeds ; 
The groans of bleeding China, and the hate 
Of tyrants. 

TIMURKAN. 

4 

Ha ! — take heed, ralh youth — I fee 
This leffon has been taught thee. — Odar, hade. 
Seek me the mandarine — let him forthwith 
Attend me here. (ExU Oftar.)«~* Now tremble at 

. my words ! 
Thy motive to thcfe wars is knqwn — : thdu art 

Zaphimri. — - 

HAMET. 
I Zaphimri ' . . ^ 

TIMURKAN. 

Falfe one, yes j ^ 

Thou art :?Japhimri— -thou ! —whom treacherous 

guile 
Stole from my rage, and fent to diiliant wild?,, 
Till years and horrid counfcl Ihould; mature thee 
For war and wild commotion. ^ . * 

HAMET. If. 

1 the prince ! -. . • 

The laft of China-'s race ! nay mock not majefty. 
Nor with the borrowed robes of facred kingsi 
Drefs up a wretch like me — were I Zaphimri, ' 
Think'ft thou thy trembling eye could bear thelhock 
Of a much injur'd king? — could'ft thou fuftain jjt? 
Say, could*ft thou bear to view a royal orphan, 
Whofe father, mother, brothers, fiftcrs, all. 
Thy murderous arm hath long fince laid in duft ? 
Whole native crown on thy ignoble brow ' 
Thoudar'ft diflionour ? — whofe wide wafted country 
Thy arms have made a wildernefs' ? *-i— ' 

TIMUR- 
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TI MURK AN- 

1 fee ^ * • * 

Thou haft been tutor'd m thy lone retreat 

By fome fententious pedant. -? Soon thefe vain, 

Thefe turgid maxims fhalJ be all fubducd 

By thy approaching death. 

. HAMET. 

Let death coriie on ; 

Quilt, guilt alone Ihrinks back appalPd — the brave 
And honeft ftill defy his dart ; the wife 
Calmly can eye his frown -, — and mifery 
Invokes his friendly aid to end her woes.-^-r — 

TIMURKAN. 
Thy woes, prefumptuous youth, with all my fears. 
Shall foon lie buried. ^ - ^ 

Eafer Zamti. . 

TIMURKAN. 
Now, pious falfe one, fay, who is that youth ? 

ZAMTI. 

His air, his features, and his honeft mien 
Proclaim. all faii^ within, — But, mighty fir, 

I know him not.^ —■ 

TIMURKAN.' 

Take heed, oldman, nor dare. 
As thou do'ft dread my powV, to pra6tice guile 
Beneath a maflc of facerdotal perfidy : 
Prieftcraft, I think, calls it a pious fraud. 

ZAMTI, 
Prieftcraft and facerdotal perfidy 

• To me are yet unknown. Religion's garb 

Here never ferves to confecrate a crime ; 
We have not yet, thank heav'n, fo far imbib'd 
The vices of the north. — -— 

TIMUR- 



ad The Q]i;fb.an oi Ckiw a^ 

TIMURSAN. 

Thou vile impoftor ! 

Avow Zaphimri, whom thy treach'rous arts 
Conceal'd from juftice j or dfe dcfolation 
Again (hall ravage this devoted land. 

ZAMTI, 

Aks ! full well thou know'ft, that arm alitady 
Hath. Ihed dl royal blood. -^ 

TIMURKAN. 
Traitor, *tis falfe ; — — 

By thee, vjle Have, I have been wrought to think 

The hated race deftroy'd thy artful tale 

Abus'd my cred'lous ear. But know, at length. 

Some captive flaveS, by my command imf)al'd, ' * 

Haveown'd the horrid truthj have own'd they 

fought 
To feat Zaphimri on the throne of China. 
Hear me, thou froward boy •, — dar'ft thou bchoneft. 
And anfwer who th(>o art ? — —. 

H A M E T. 

Dare I be honeft ? 

I dare ; ■ ' a mind grown up in native honour - 

Dares not be otherwife then if thy troops 

Afk from the lightning of whofc Wade they fled. 
Tell 'em 'twas Hamet's. — ^ 

ZAMTI. 

'Tis^ "" it is my fon — — ^ 

My boy, — — my Hamet ]/^e. 

TIMURKAN. 
Where was your abode ? 

HAMET. 
Far hence remote, in Corea's happy realms 



Where the firft beams of day with orient blufhes 
Tinge tlic fait wave — there on the fca-beat Ihore- 

A ca- 
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A cavdm'd it)Ck fitlcted t lofte i*«feM 
To virtuous MoiUC. * ' " * . - 

Oh ! illfkted youth ! #*• 

HA Met.. 
The pious hermit in that rhofs-growa dwelling .^ 
Found an afylum from heart-piercina woes. 
From tlav'ry, and that reftlels din 6r ^rms 
With which thy i^ll aftibitiott fikiok the world. 
There too the fage nurturM my. giwfter years ( » 
With him and contemplation! have I walked 
The paths of wifdom % what the great Confucius 
Of moral beauty taught,— ^whate'er the wife> 
Still wooing knowlegc in her fecret Haunts, 
Difclos*d of nature tb th6 foA^ of men. 
My wondering mind has httti-d ***— - feat kbQVt all- 
The hermit taught 1I16 th4 xttoft «fcful fci^fte*, • 
That noble ftience, to be lBfan «6d Go^(t.-*-— 
Oh ! lovely youth at ev'ry WOfd he Utters, * ' 

A foft eflbfion mibt'd bf grief «Ad JOy 

FloWB o^er rny heart. , JJi^. 

T I M U k fc A N. 

' i ' ' ' * " ■ 

-Who^ laid ne, w^^s your fa,ther ? 

H AMET 

My birth, the f>i0Ufi fage^**--*=^I know not why **--»--• 
Still wr^pp^d in flJence ^ and' ^^ti i>£rg'd totdi, 
He only <infw^*d that{a tin»K mlgjit come, 
X fti§uld ndt Wulh ^te knbw vtxy. father- — -*- 

. TIMURK AN. 
Now, s ' 

With tmthideclare, haft thou he^cr heard oFZamti? 

KAMET. 

Of Zamti ? — — . oft enraptur'd with his name 

My 




zi The ORPHAN of China. 

My heart has glow'd withkl tue, as I hcird 
The praiies of the godlike in^« i 

TIMURKAN. 

Thou flave. To Zamt*. 

Each circumftance arraigns thy guilt.— — 

HAMpr. 
Oh! heav'ns! 

Can that be Zamti ? 

TIMURKAN. 

Yes, that is the (raitor -r— 

H A M E T. 

Let me adore his venerable form^ 
Thus on my knees adore ■ 

ZAMTI. 

I;cannot look upon li|m, 

Left tendernels diflblve my feeble pow'is, 

And wreft my purpofe from me ■ ^de. 

TIMURKAN. 

Hence, vain boy! 

Thou fpecious traitor, thou falfe hoary moralift ! 

To Zamti. 
Confufion has o'erta'en thy fubtle frauds. 
To make my crown's afliirance firm, that none 
Hereafter fliall alpire to wrench it ifVom me. 
Now own your fancied king 5 or, by yon heav'n, 
To make our vengeance fure, thro* all the eaft 
E^ch youth fhall die, and carnage thin mankind. 
Till in the gen'ral wreck your boafted Orphan 

Shall undiftinguiQi'd fall. Thou koow*ft my 

word 

Is fate. bftar, draw hear ^when treafon lurks 

•Each moment's big withdanger— ~thouobferve 

Thefe my commands 

Talks apart to Oftv. 

25AMTI* 
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ZAMTI. 

Now virtuous cruelty reprefs mj tears. 

-rCeafe your fbft conflid, nature. Hear me^ 

Tartar. — 
That youth — his ai<^— his ev'ry look, unmans nie 

quite. — ^— 

T/MURKAN, 

Wilt thou begin, diilembler ? 

ZAMTI. 

Down, down, down 

It rouft be fo, or all is loft ^That youth,— 

IVe dealt by him — as ev*ry king could wilh 
In a like cafe his faithful fubjeds would. 

. TIMURKAN. 

Ha ! — doft thou own it? — Triumph, Timurkan^ 
And in Zaphimri's grave lie hufh'd my fears* 
Brave Oftar, let the vidim ftrait be led 
To yonder facred fane ; there, in the view 
Of my rejoicing Tartars, the declining fun 
Shall fee him offered to our living Lama, 
For this day'^ conqucft: — thence a golden train 
Of radiant years, Ihall mark my future fway . \Exif». 

ZAMTI. 
Flow, flow my tears, and cafe this aching breaft. 

HA MET. 

lifay, do not weep for me, thou good old man. 
If it will clofe the wounds of bleeding China, 
That a poor wretch like me piuft yield his life, 
I give it freely. — If I am a king, 
Tho* furc it cannot be, what greater blefling 
Can a young prince enjoy, than to diJTufe, 
By one great aft, that happinefs on millions. 
For which his life fliould be a round of care ? 
Come, lead me to my fate.— lEccU wtb Oftar, 6?r. 

ZAMTI. 
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Z^AMTl. 

Hold, hold my htm ! 

•^ My gallant, gen'rou^'youthJ^rrMandarie's air^ 

His mother's dear refemblance rives my foul. 

, MANDANE «;///&/». 

Oh ! let me fly, and find the t)arl?*rous iiian— * 
Where— -where is ^amti ? — i- 

ZAMTI: 

Haf — 'tis Mandane— — 
Wild as the winds, the mother all alive 
In ev'ry heartflring^ the forlorn one comes 
To claim her boy.^— ^ 

Enter MAKbAiTE. 

M A N P A N E. 
And can it then \k true ? 
Is human nature exil*4 from thy brwft ?. 
Art thou, indeed^ {q barb'rPUS ? •'— — 

ZAMTh 
Lov*d MandanQ> 

Fix npt; ywr fc9ri»<»3 hcw^^ ft bwrded ihaft 
Already drinks my fpints up. '^— 

M A N © A N E. 
I've fecn 
The trufty Mprat— Oh ! IVe heard it all. 



He would have fliunoM my fteps -, but what cart 

'fcape 
Thecye of tendcrnefs like mine ? — ^^ * 

ZAMTI. 

By heav'o 

I cannot fpeak to thee. • 

M A N P A N £. 

Tbink'ft thou thofc tcarj^ - ^ 

Thofe falfe, thoie cruel tears, will choak the voice 

Of 



k 
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Of a fond mother's love, now ftung to madncls ? 
Oh ! I will rend the air with lamentations. 
Root up this hair, and beat this throbbing breal!:, - 
Turn all connubial joys to bittcmefs, 
To fell defpair, to anguilh and remorfe, 
Uplefs my fon— — 

ZAMTI. 
Thou ever f^uthful woman. 
Oh ! kav^ me to my woes. *— ^ 

MANDANE. 

Give me my child. 

Thou worfc than Tartar, give me back my fon 5 
Oh 1 give him to a mother's eager arms. 
And let me ftrain him to my heart. — — - 

ZAMTL 
Heav'n knows ' 

How dear my boy is here; —But our firft duty 
Now claims attention— —to our country's love. 
All other tender fondnefles muft yeild 5 
^^^ I was a fubjeft e'er I was a father. 

MANDANE. 

You were a favage bred in Scythian wilds. 

And humanizing pity never reached 

Your heart. —Was it for this— oh! thou unkind 

one. 
Was it for this >— oh! thou inhuman father. 
You woo'd me to your nuptial bed ? — So long 
Have I then clafp'd thee in theie circling arnts. 
And made this breaft your pillow ? — Cruel, iky, 
Are thefe your vows ? -^ are thefe your fond endear- 
ments? 
Nay, look upon me — if this wafted form, 
Thefe faded eyes have turn'd your heart againfl: me» 
With grief for you I withered in my bloom. 

ZAMTI. 

Why wilt thou pierce my heart ? 

MANDANE. 
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M A N D A N E. . . 

Alas ! my fon. 

Have I then bore thee in thefe matroil arms. 
To fee thee bleed ? — Thus doft thou then return ^ 
This could your mother hope, when firfl (he fent 
Her infant exile to a diftant clime f 
Ah! could I think thy early love of fame. 
Would urge thee to this peril ? — thus to fall. 
By a (tern father's will — ^by thee to die ! — - 
From tnee, inhuman, to receive his doom ! — — 
^— Murder'd by thee ! — Yet hear me, Zamti, hear 
me 



Thus on my knees — I threaten now no more ■ i ■ 
Tis nature's voice that pleads ; nature alarm'd. 
Quick, trembling, wild, touched to her inmoft feel- 
ing. 
When force would tear her tender young ones from 

her. 

ZAMTI. 

Nay, feek not with enfeebling fond ideas 

To fwell the flood of grief — it is in vain 

He muft fubmit to fate. 

MANDANE. 

Barbarian ! no Sie rifes haftily. 

He (hall not die — rather 1 prithee, Zamti, 

XJrge not a grief-diftrafted woman : — Tremble 
At the wild fury of a mother's love. 

ZAMTI. 

I tremble rather at a breach of oaihs. 
But thou break thine. — Bathe your perfidious hands 
In this life blood. — Betray tlie righteous caufe . 
Of all our facred kings. 

•MANDANE. 

Our kings ! -^ our kings ! 
What are the fceptcrM rulers of the world ? — 
Form'd of one common clay, are they not all 
Boom'd with each fubjed, with the meaneft flaye. 

To 
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To drink the cup of human woe ? — alike 
All leveird by affliftion ? — Sacred kings ! 
'Tis human policy fets up their claim.' 



Mine fe a mother's caufe — ^ — mine is the caufe 
Of huftand, wife, and child ; — thofe tendVeft ties ! 
Superior to your right divine of kings ! 

2AMTL 

Then go, Mandane -^. thou once faithful woman^ 
Dear to this heart in vain ; -—go, and fgrget 
Thofe virtuous leflbns, which I oft have taught tfaeCji 
In fend credulity, while on each word 
You hung cnamour'd.-^Go, to Timurkan 
Reveal the awful truth. ^— Be thou fpeftatrefs 
Of murder'd m^efly.-^ Ejnbrace your fon. 
And let him lew m ihame and fervitijde 
A life ignobly bought. — Then let thofe eyes, 
Thofe faded eye$, which grief for me hath 4imm'(J» 
"With guilty joy reanimate their luftre. 
To brighten flavery, and beaip their fires 
Oq tb^ f(pll Scythian murderer. 

MANDANS. 
And if it thus. 

Thus is Mandane known? — My foul diidnins 
The vile imputed guilt. .^No — never-^ never —r 
Still am I true to fame. Come lead me hence. 
Where I may lay down life to fave Zaphimn» 
— But fave my H.amct too.— Thfen, then you'll find 
A heart beats here, as warm and great as thine. 

Z A M T I. 

Then make with me one ftrt)ng, one glorious. effort j 
And rank with thofe, who, from the firft of time, 
In fame's eternal archives ftand rever'd. 
For conqu*ring all the deaf eft ties of nature. 
To fcrve the general weal. * 

* D MAN- 
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MANDANE. 
That fay^ virtue 

I^ofes with me its horrid charms.— Tvc fworn 
To fave my king.-— -But fliould a mother turn 
A dire a(faflin**oh ! I canndt bear 
The piercing thought. — Diftraftion, quick di- 

ftraAion 
Will feizc my brain. — See there— ^My child, my 

child, — 
By guards /urrounded, a devoted viAim.^r- 
Barbarian hold ! -^ Ah ! ie;, he dies ! he dies ! -^ 

She faints iitf^ ZamtiV arms^^ 

ZAMTI. 

Where is Arface ?*— Fond maternal love 

Shakes her weak frame^£if/^ Arface.) Qukkly, 

Arlace, help 
This ever-tender creature.— Wandering life 
Rekindles in her cheek. — Soft, lead her off 
To where the inning breeze in yonder bow'r. 
May woo her fpirits back.— —Propitious heav'n ! 
Pity the woundings of a father's heart ; 
Pity my ftrugglings with this beft of women | 
Support our virtue : — kindle in our fouls 
A ray of your divine enthufiafm ; 
Such as inflames the patriot's brealt, and lifts 
Th' impaflion'd mind to that fublime of virtue. 
That even on the rack it feels the good. 
Which in a fingle hour it works for millions. 
And leaves the legacy to after times. 

\Exity leading off Mandane, 



End of the Second A c t^ 
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ACT IM. 

SCENE .Ji ^empk. Several tombs up 

find down the Ji age. 

Enter Morat. 

#Jt>|[4lHIS is the place — - thefe the long 
'^ X V winding ifles, 

J^.^^!^ The folcmn arches, whofe religious awe 
*^«* Attunes the mind to melancholy mufing. 

Such as befits free men reduc*d to flaves. 

HereZamti meets hisfriends«»— — amid thefe tombs. 
Where lie the (acred manes of our kings. 
They pour their orifbns — hold converfe here 
With the illuftrious fliades of murdered heroes. 

And meditate a great revenge (a groan is heard) 

2L groan ! 
The burft of anguifh from fome care-worn wretch 
That forrows o'er his country ha ! 'tis Zamti ! 

Zamti comes out of a tomb. 

ZAMTI. 

Who's he, that feeks thefe manfions of the dead I 

. MORAT. 

The friend of Zamti and of China. — — 

ZAMTI. 
Morat ! 

Come to my arms, thou good, thou beft of men— — 
I have been weeping o'er the facred reliques 

P 2 Of 
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Of a dear murdcr'd king— where are our friends ? 
Haft fecn Orafming ? ^ 

MORAT. 

Thro* thcfe vaults of death 
Lonely he wanders, plung'd in deep defpair.- 
ZA'MTI. 

Haft thou not told him ? — ^haft thou nought revcal'd 
Toqching Zaphiinri ? 

MORAT. 

There I wait thy will • 

Z A M T I. 

Oh ! thou art ever faithful — — oil thy lips 
Sits penfive filence, with her hallowM finger ' 
Guarding the pure receifes of thy mind. — • 
But, k)! they cothe, — r~ 

£;?/^r Orasmin^, Zimvbkti, and atben. 

ZAMTI. 

Droop ye, my gallant friends ? 

ORASMING. 

Oh ! Zamti, all is loft — — - Our dreams of liberty 

Are vanilh'd into air. Nought now avails 

Integrity of life. Ev'n heav'n, combined 

With lawlefs might, abandons us and virtue — - 

ZAMTI. 
Can your great fouls thus ihrink within ye ? thus 
From heroes will ye dwindle into flaVes ? 

ORASMING. 

Oh ! could you give us back Zaphimri !— — then 
Danger would fmile, and lofc its face of horror. ^ 

ZAMTI. 

What, would his prcfcnce fire ye ! 

ORASMING. 
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ORASMING. 

^Twouldby heav'n! 

ZIMVENTI. 
This night Ihould free us from the Tartar's yoke. 

. ZAMtl. 

Then mark the care of the all-gracious Gods 1 
This youthful captive, whom in chains they hold^ 
Is not Zaphimri. — -*- 

ORASMING, ZIMVENTI. 

Not Zaphimri! 

ZAMTI. 

No! 

Unconrdous of himfclf, arid to the w6rid unknown, 
He walks at large amortg us ^ ' 

ORASMING. 

Heav'nly pow'rs ! 

ZAMTI. 

This night, my friends, thi^ veiy night to rife 
Refulgent from a blow, that frees us all|- 



From the ufurper's fate ! the firft of men, 

Delir'rer of his country ! 

ORASMING. 
Mighty Gods ! 
Can this be poffible f ■ ■ > ■ ■■ 

ZAMTI. 

It is moft true 

I'll bring him to ye 'ftrait — (calling to Etan within 

the tomb) what ho ! -^ — cotat forth 

You feem transfixed with wonder — dh 1 my friends. 
Watch all the motions of your rifing fpirit, 
Direft your ardor. When anon ye hear 
"What fate, long pregnant with the vaft event. 
Is labVing into ^ birth. —— 

. D 3 Etan 
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< 

Etan comes out of the tomb. 

ETAN. 
Each ftep I move 
A deeper horror fits on all the tombs ; 
Each Ihrine, each altar feems to ihakc j as if 
Confcious of fome important crifis. — 

ZAMTL 
Yes 5 

A crifis great indeed, is now at hand ! ■ 
Heav*n holds its golden balance forth, andweighst 
Zaphimri's and the Tartar's deftiny. 
While hov'ring angels tremble round the beam. 
Haft thou beheld that pifture ? 

ETAN, 
Fix*d attention 

Hath paus'd on ev'ry part ; yet ftill to me 

It fhadows forth the forms of things unknown ; 1 » 

All itnag'ry pbfcure> and wrapp'd in darknefs. 

Z A M T I. 

That darknefs my informing breath fhall clear. 
As mom difpels the night. Lo ! here difplay'd 
This mighty kingdom's fall. — — 

ETA N. 
Alas ! my father. 

At fight of thefe fad colourings of woe, 
Our tears will mix with honeft indignation. 

ZAMTI. 

Nay, but furvey it clofcr - — — fee that child. 
That roval infant, the laft facred relidt 
Of China's ancient line— fee where a mandarine 
Conveys the babe to his wife's foft'ring breaft, 
There to be nourilh'd in an humble ftate ; 
While their own fon is fent to climes remote ; 
That, fhould the dire ufurper e'er fulpedl 

The 
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The prince alive, he in his ftead might bleed. 
And mock the murderer's rage, 

E T A N. 

Amazement thrills 

Thro' all my frame, and my mind, big with wonder. 

Feels ev'ry pow'r fufpended. — — 

2AMTI. 
Rather {ay 
That ftrong imagination burns within thee.< 



^■■^■•■t 



Do^ft thou not feel a more than common ardor ? — * 

ETAN, 

By heav'n my foul dilates with fome new impuUe ; 
Some ftrange infpir'd emotion — — would the hour 
Of fate were come — — this night my dagger's hilt 
J'U bury in the tyrant's heart. -— 

ZAMTI. 
Wilt thou? 

KTAN. 

By all the mighty dead, that round us lie. 
By all who this day groan in chains, I will. 

ZAMTI. 

And when thou doft — then tell him 'tis the prince 
That ftrikes. — 

ETAN. 

The prince's wrongs Ihall nerve my arm 
With tenfold rage. 

ZAMTI. 
Nay^ but the prince himfelf ! 

ETAN. 
What fays my father ? 

ZAMTI. 

Thou art China's Orphan ; 

The lail of all our kings ■ ■ no longer Etan, 

But now Zaphimri! 

D 4 ZAPHIMRI. 
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. ZAPHIMRI. 

Ha! 

ORASMING. 

O wond'rous hahd 
Of heav'n ! 

ZAPHIMRL 

A crow'd of circumftances rife 



Thy frequent hints obfcutc— ^ — thy pioui care 
To train my youth to greatneft. — Lend your old < 
To my aftonifh'd pow'rs, that feebly bear 
This unexpefted (hock of Wyalty. 

Z A M r I. 

Thou noble youth, now put forth all yoUr ftrength^ 
And let heaven's vengeance brace each finew. — — — 

ZAPHIMRL 
Vengeance ! 

That word has fhot its lightening thro* my foul. — « 
But tell me, Zamti — ftill tis wonder all-*— ^ 
Am I indeed the Royal Orphan ? ^ 

ZAMTL 

Thou y ■ 

Thou art the king, whom as my humble fon, 

Tve nurtured in humanity and virtue. 

Thy foes could never think to find thee here, 

Ev*n in the lion*s den ; and therefore here 

Tve fix'd thy fafe afylum, while my fbn 

Hath dragg'd his life in exile, — Oh ! my friends, 

Morat will tell ye all, — each circumftance— — 

Mean time there is your king!- ■ 

Jll kneel U Irimi 

ORASMING, ZIMVENTL 

Long live the Father of the eafterh world ! 

ZAMTI. 

Sole governor of earth ! . ■ ■ 

ZAPHIMRI: 
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Z A iP H 1 M R L 

All-ruling powers ! 

Is then a great revenge for all the wrongs 

Of bleeding China ; are the fame and fate 

Of all pofterity included here 

Withm my bofom ? *— — ^iey all ri/i. 

ZAMTL 
Yes ; they are ; the ihades 
Of your great anceftors now rife before thee. 
Heroes artd demi-gods !—— Aloud they call 
For the fell Tartar's blood ~-r» 

ZAPHIMRI. 

Oh ! Zamtt ; all 

That can alarm the poVrs of mtn^ now ftim 

In this expanding brcift.--*— 

ZAMTI. 
Anon to bufft 

With hideous ruih on the fbfe. **-My gallant iKrtJef^.. 
Are our ttten ftatioh'd At Iheir pofts ? 

O R A S iM I K O. 

^They are." ■ ■ ■ 

Z A M T !• . 

Is ev'ry gate fecur*d f 

Orasming. 

All fafe.--*— 

ZAMTI. 

The fignal fix'd ? 

ORASMINO. 

It is :~Will Mirvan join us ? 

Z A M T L 
Doubt him not. -r—r' 

In bitterness of foul he Coiailts his wrongs. 
And pants for Vengeance -^■^^— would have join*d us 
here. 

But 
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But, favoured as he is, |iis, poft requires him 
About the Tartar's perfon.— The affault begun. 
He'll turn his arms upon th* aftonifh'd foe, * 
And add new horrors to the wild commotion. 

ZAPHIMRI. 

Nqw, bloody fpoiler, now thy hour draws nmh. 
And e'er the dawn thy guilty reign fhall end. 

ZAMTL 

How my heart burns within me ! — Gh i my friends,, * 
Call now tp mind the fcene of defolation. 
Which Timurkan, in one accurfed hour, 
Heap'd on this groaning land. — Ev'n now I fee 
The favage bands, o'er reeking hills of dead. 
Forcing their rapid way — I fee them urge 
With rage .unhallow'd to this facrcd temple. 
Where good Ofmingti, with his queen and children, 
Fatigu'd the Gods averfe. — See where Arph^a^^ 
Rending the air with agonizing ftiricks. 
Tears her difhqvell'd hair : Then, with a look; 
Fix'd on her babes, grief choaks its paffage up. 
And all the feelings of a mother's breaft 
Throbbing in one mix'd pang, breathlefs fhe faints 
Within her hufband's arms.— Adown his cheek. 
In copious ft reams faft flow'd the manly forrow ; 
While cluft'ring round his knees his little offspring, 
In te^rs all-eloauent, with arms outftretch'd» 
Sue for parental aid. -rr*— 

ZAPHIMRI, 
Goon — the tale. 
Will fit me for a fcene of horror.—^ ^ 

ZAMTI. 
Oh ! my prince. 

The charge, which your great father gave me^ ftill , 
Sounds in my ear. — E'er yet the foe burft in, 
" Zamti," faid he t- Ah ! that imploring eye ! — ' * 

^ ' That 
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That agonizing look ! ■ 

^* Prcferve my little boy, my cradled infant—— 

** Shield him from ruffians Train his youth to 

• virtue : »— 
" Virtue will rouze him to a great revenge ; 
** Or failing — Virtue will ftill make him happy.*^ 
He could no more — the cruel fpoiler feiz'd him, 
^nd drj^g'd my king — my ever honoured king, — 
The father of his people, — bafely dragged him 
By his white rev'rend locks, from yonder altar. 
Here, —on the blood-ftain'd pavement ; whife the 

queen. 
And her dear fondlings, in one mangled heap. 
Died in each other's arms. — 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Revenge J Revenge! 

With more than Jion*s nerve Til fpring upon him, 
And at one blow relievfc the groaning world. 
Let us this moment carry fword and fire 
To yon devoted walls, and whelm him down 
In ruin and difmay. — — 

ZAMTI. 

Zaphimri no. — 

By rafhnefs you may marr a noble caufe. 

To you, my friends, I render up my charge 

To you I give your king. — Farewell, my fov'rcign.^-. 

ZAPHIMRI. 

Thou good, thou godlike man — a thoufand feelings 
Of warmeft friendfliip — all the tendencies 
Of heart-fejt gratitude are ftruggling here. 
And fain would ipeak to thee, my more than father. 
— -Farewcl j — fure we Ihall meet again. 

ZAMTI. 
We (hall . 

ZAPHIMRI. 

Farewdl — Zamti, farewell. {Embraces him) Oraf- 
mbg, now 

The 
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The noblcft duty calls us — Now remember 
We are the men, whom from all human kind_ 
Our fate hath now felefted, to come forth 
Aflerters of the public weal ;-»-to drench our fwords 
In the opprefibr's heart } — to do a deed 
Which beav'n, intent on its own holy work^ 
Shall paufe with pleafure to behold. ■ 

[JE^//, wiib confpiratirt. 

EAMTI. 
May the Moft High 

Pour down his bleflings on him ; and anon. 
In the dead ^afte of night, when awfbl juftice 
Walks with her crimibn fteel o'er (laughter'd heaps 
Of groaning Tartars^ may he then direft 
His youthful footfteps thro* the paths of peril j 
Oh may he guide the horrors of the ftorm. 
An Angel of your wrath, to point yoUr vengeahce 
On evVy guilty head, Then, — then ^twill be 

enough. 
When you have broken the oppreflbr's rod. 
Your reign will then be manifeft ^— Mankind will fee 
That truth and goodhcfs ftill obtain your. care, — ; — 

A dead march. 
What mean thole deathful founds ? — Again ! -'^*- 

They lead 
My boy to (laughter — Oh ! look down, ye heavens ! 
Look down propitious ! — Teach me to fubdue 
That nature which ye gave. * [BHt. 

A dead inarch. Enter Hamet, Octar, 

guards, &c. 

OCTAR. 
Here let the vidim fall, and with his blood 
Walh his forefather's tomb.— Here ends the hated 

race, 

The eafkrn world thro' all her wide domain, 

Shall 



The Orphan of China. 4^ 

Shall then fubmiffive feel the Scythian yoke. 
And yi^ld to Timurkan. 

. HAMBT. StanJUngiytbitmi. 

Wber6 is the tyrant ? — I would have him fee, . 
With envy (ee, th' uncpnquer'd pow'i: of virtue j 
How it cati calmly bleed, finile on his racks. 
And with ilrong pinion foar above his pow*r. 
To regions of perennial day. 

OCTAR. 
The father 

Of the whole eaftem worid fhali mark thee well, 
"When at to-morn)w*s dawn thy bfeathlefs corfe 
Is bom thro' all our ftreccs for public view. 
It now befits thee to prepare for death. 

HAMET. 
I am prepared. — I have no kift or rapine, . 
No murders to reperu: of. **^«>» Undifmay*d 
I can behold all-judging heav'n, whofe hand 
Still compaffing its wond'retts.mids, by means ' 
Inextricable to all mortal clme^ 
Hath now inclos'd me in its awful m4ze. 
£iace - tis by your decree that thus befet 
Th* inexorable angel hovers o'er me. 
Be your great biddir\g done. . ^^ 1 n 

OCTAR. 

The fabre's edge 

Thirftsfor his blood— th^n let its light*iiing fall 

On his aJi)iring head. Guards fetT^ Hamet. 

MAN DANE, within. 

Off, — fet me free. — ^Inhuman, barbarous ruffians.— 

OCTAR:. 

Whi^t means that wopian with diflieveird hair. 
And wild extravagance of woe ? -— 

. . . MAN- 
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' MANDANE. 

, My griefs 
Scorn all rfcftraint~I muft— I will have way.. 

She enters y and throws berfelf on her knees ^ 
Me, — me, on mc convert your rage-^plunge dotb^ 
Deep in this bofom your abhbrred ftwl. 
But fpare his precious life. 

O C T A R. 
Hence, quickly bear 
This wild,^ this frantic woman. 

MANDANE. 
Never, never 

You (hall not force me hence. Here will I cling 
Faft to the earth, and rivet hei^ my hands. 
In all the fury of the laft defpair. 
He is my child, — my dear, dear fon^ — * 

OCTAR. 

How, woman ! 

Saidft thou your fon ? — 

MANDANE. 

Yes, Oftar, yes ; — my fon. 

My boy, — tny Hamet (Jhe rifes and embraces hhn;) 

Let my frantic love 

Fly all unbounded to him — oh! my child — • my 

child ! i ^ 

OCTAR 

Sufpend the ftroke, ye miniftefs of death, 
Till Timurkail hear of this new event- 
Mean time, thou Mirvan, fpeed in queft of" Zamti, 
And let him anfwer here this wond'rous tale. [Exit. 

MIRVAN. 
The time demands his prefence ; or defpair 
May wring each fecret from her tender breaft. Jfide. 
And then our glorious, fancied pile of freedom 
At one dire ftroke, fhall tumble into nought. 

[Exit. 

MANDANE; 
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MAN DANE. 

^yhy did'ft thou dare 'return ? — ah ! rather vrhf 
Did'ft thou fo long defer with ev'ry grace. 
And ev*ry growing virtue, thus to raife 
Your mother's dear delight to rapture ? 

HAMET. 

LfOft 

Ih the deep mifts of darkling ignorance. 

To me my birth'iS unknown — but fure that look, 

Thofe tears, thofe (hrieks, that animated grief 

Defying' danger, all declare th'effedt 

Of nature's ftrugglings in a parent's heart. 

Then let me pay my filial duty here. 

Kneel to her native dignity, and pour 

In tears of joy the tranfport of a fon. 

MANDANE, 

Thou art,^ thou art my fon — thy father's face, 

His ev'ry feature, blooming in his boy. 

Oh ! tell me, tell me all ; how haft thou liv'd 

With faithful Morat? — how did he fupport 

In dreary folitude thy tendfer years ? — ^ — 

How train thy growing mind ? — oh ! quickly tell 

me. 
Oh! tell me all, and charm me^^with thy totigue. 

HAMET. 

Myfterious pow'rs ! have I then liv'd to this, ' 

In th' hour of peril thus to find a parent, 

In virtue firm, majeilic in diftrefs. 

At length to feel unutterable blifs 

In her dear circling arms — ^bey tmbrace. 

Enter Timurkan, Octar, &c. 

TJ MURK an; 

.Where is this wild 

Outrageous woman, who with frantic grief 

Sufpends 
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Sufpcnds my dread command — tear 'em afundcr,— 
Send her to fojne dark cell to rave aqd ihriek 
And dwell with madncfs — and Icjt ipftant death 
Leave that ralh youth a headlefs trunk before nae. 

MANDANE, 

Now by the ever-burning lamps that light 

Our holy Ihrines, by great Confucius' altar. 

By the prime fource oi life, and light, and bein^g. 

That is my child, the Woflbm of my joys 

Send for his cruel father, — he —''tis he 
Intends a fraud — he, for a ftrangcr's life. 
Would yield his offspring to the cruel ax. 
And rend a wretched mother's brain wi!;h4nadners. 

Enter Zamti. 

Sure the fad accents of Mandane's voice 
Struck on my frighted fenfe . 

TIMURKAN. 
Once more, thou flave ! ^nu > 
Who is that ftubbom youth ? 

ZAMTL 
Alas! what needs 
This iteration of my griefs ? 

MANDANE. 

bh I horror ! — horror ! 

Thou marble*hearted father ! — 'tis your child. 

And would'ft thou fee him bleed ? ■ ■»■ > 

Zamti. 

On him ! — on him 

Let fall your rage, and eafe my foul at once 

Of all its fears. — 

MANDANE. 

Oh ! tny devoted child ! ^e faints. 

BAMET. 



The Orphan of China* :f9 

HAMET. 

Support her, hcav*n! fupport her tender frame— 
Now, tyrant, now I bee to live — (kneels) lo! here 
I plead fat life •, — not for the wretched boon 
To breathe the air, which thy ambition taints ; -^ 
But oh ! to eafe a mother*? pains i *-for her. 
For, that dear objedt, — oh ! let me live for hef* 

TIMtJRKAN- 

Now by the conquells this good fword has won^ 
In her wild Vehemence of grief I hear 
The jgenube voice of nature. 

u AtfD AN E,rec9viring. 

Ah! —where is he ? 

He is my fon — my child -— and not ZapWmri ^^^ 
Oh ! let me clafp thee to my heart— thy hard. 
Thy cruel fadier fliall not tear thee from me. 

TIMUIIKAN. 
Hear me, thou frantic mourner^ dry thofe tears 
Perhaps you ftill may fave this j;Jarling foij. 

MANDANK. 

Ah ! quickly name the means* 

TIMURKAN 

Give up your king. 

Your phantom of a king, to fate my vengeance; 

HAMET. 
Oh 1 my much honourM mother, never hear 
The bafe, the dire propofal — let me rather 
Exhauft my lif^-Wood at each gufhing Vein* 
Mandane then,— then yoU may well rejoice 
To Hnd your child, — then you may truly kttovt 
The bcft delight a mother's heart can prove, 
When her fon dies with glory, — » 

1^ TW^RKAN, 
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TIMURK^N. . 
Curfes bUft 
The ftrlpHng*s pride *• T£ks apari «ttSc& O&iti 

ZAM-rt " 

Ye venerable hoft. 

Ye HMghty ihades of Chana'a rayd. Jin<v 

Forgive the joy that mingles with my tears, 

When I behold hi'rti ftrll dive.-^t^ropitious pow'rsf 

You n^ver meant ^rttir^ly todeftroy 

This bleeding conrttryj wbert ydw kind Jw^lgettdfcj 

Lends 'US a youth like hitti. 



n* tifc 



Oh ! I can hold no more -*— kt, mt infold 
That lovely ardor in his fathj^u's ^m$ 



t I 



My brave^ — my gcnVpus boy t-r-^- JSmhaces bkn 

TIMUIL&AN. • 

DoA-thooarlengdi 
Confefs it, traitor?— - 

ZAMTL 

Yefty I boaft it, tyrant; j 

Boaft it to thee, ?— to eajth and heav'n t bdaft. 

This, ■" ■ ■■ this is"2amti*s fbn. ;— 

HAMEf. 

At length the hotfr. 

The glorious hour is come, . by Morat piioAnf?s*d, 
•* When Hartlct fhall riot blirfh to know hi^ fether/* 

Kneels to bim. 

Z A M T L 

Oh ! thou iiitrepki yottt& ! ^^^ what bright relMU!4 
Can your glad fire beftow on feich ditfert ? -^*-*- 
The righteous Gods, and your own inward fedk^ 
Shalf give the fweeteft retribution^-^Now^ 
Mandane, now my fowl fibrgives thee ^U 
Since I have mad« ac^^xaintance witk m^ fon ; 
Thy lovely weaknefs I can now excufe -, 
Bwt oh \ 1 charge thee by a hufband's right 

TIMURKAN. 



»» 



TlftftJRKAN. * 

A hulbaricTs right f —a tfaitor has n6 right 
Society difclaims BiAi ^--^ Woih*i, hear 



Mark well my words -: — difcolouf hot* thy {out 
Wl* tie blaclfe'huci 6fdrimH like his— ^Fehouhcc 
All htftcfh^al vo^S, ipldf tafker again, 
Yo#r' iftifch lov*d boy f<y his fond ftioth«-V aFiris^ 
While jeftiee whim tlHit t^^tbf tahls fate. 

Kf^ANDANE. 
Thou vile adyifer l-^r-^whaftt, beiraiy mf k^d^ 
My honour^ KiiibjMid' •- — ^ tuFw a Scytin^ Wife I 
l^ofgct the many ye^rs of fond delight. 
In which my foul ri6*6r knew decrcafing love, 
ChtffVA'd wfth hii Mble, aff accompfifti'd mind i 
Hoi tyrant, ri<)^ ; •**-«•- ^th hint PM rather die j 
With him in ruin nSirt fii^dinely bleft, 
Tham giuk t»^ittnif|rbbnr on m t&rmi ■■ " tf» 

•I ZAMTL 
Now then 

Inhumaa tyram^.! de% thy |toVr.-*«4-««t , . . 
Lo i here, the father^ mother, and the fon f 

Try all your torturdsdh us here we ftand 

Refolv*d to leave a tradl; of bri^t reROwn- 

To mark our beings ' all refolv*d to die 

The votaries of htortour ? -^ — -^ . 

TIM-URKAN. . 

Then die ye (hall — wbftt he t -^jptMi^^ ieteft cfte 

fiaves. 
Deep in fome baleftl Amgeon's midnight glopin. 
Let each apart be plung'd — and Etairi too — 
Ldt imnhe fiM^hvHth ^nd — he too (hall fhare 

His father's fate, 

MIRVAN. 

Be it my taifc, d^ad fif,> 

To make the rack ingenious in new pains, 

E « Till 
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Till even cnidty almoft reknt 

At their keen, agonizing grcwms. ■ "» . ; ; 

TIMURKAN. 
Brave Mirvan, 

Be that thy care. — Now by th'immortal Lama 
m wrcft this myft'ry from ^m~elfc the dawn 
Shall fee me up in arms •— ^gainft Corea's chief 
I will unfurl my banners «— his proud cities 
Shall dread my thunder at their gates, and mourn 
Their fmoaking ramparts — o'er lus verdant plains 
And peaceful vales PlI drive my warlike carr. 
And deluge all the eaft with blood, lExst, 

ZAMTI. 

Mandane, fummon all thv ftrenjgth. -~ My fon. 
Thy fether doubts not c* thy fortitude, [ixit, 

OCTAR. 

Mirvan> do ijiou bear hence thofe mifcivant flavesJ 

{Exif^ after Zzrm, 
MANDANE. 
Allow me but one lafi: embrace — • To the guards, 

HAMET. 

Oh! mother, 

.Would I could rcfcue thee. ■ 

MANDANE. 

Loft, loft again! 

HAMET^ 

Inhuman, bloody Tartars. 

Both tcgetber. 
Oh! fai^welL ■ ■ 

{Exeunt^ m different jSdes] 



End cf the third Acn 
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A C T IV. 

SCENE, fii Prijhn, Havlet in fbains, 
JEnter Zapr^mri (dijgidfedin a tmar drefs) 

^tb M|RVAN, 

*3mpN(H E KE (betch'd at kngth on the dank 
T }S^ ground he lies ; 

' Scoming his £fue. — Your meetiflg mufi: 

be ih06t.rr-»r-r 

ZAPHIMRh 

Itihallt J ■ 

MIRVAN. 

And yet I tremble for th* event ; — • 

Why would'ft thou venture to this place of danger? 

ZAPHIMRI, 

And can*ll: thou deem me then fo mean of Q>irit9 

To dwell fecure in ignominious fafety s 

With cold infenfibilicy to wait 

The lingering hours, with coward patience wait *em, 

P*er Zamd'^ houfe while ruin nods ? ' 

MIRVAN. 
Yet here. 
Thy fate's fufpended on each dreadful moment. 

ZAPHIMRI. 

I will hold converfc with him \ cv'n tho* death 
yfctt arm'd againft the interview. — [Exit Mirvam 

£.3 HAMET. 
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H A M E T, Jiill on the grwnd. 
—What wouldft thou, Tartar f " 

^APHIMfLi. 
Rife, noble youth, — no vulgar errand mine 

H A M E T, comes forwartL 

Now fpeak thy purpofe.— — 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Urider this ^i%mfe 



•t- \ 



If under that difguife, a mufd'r^r's dagger 

Thirft for my t>lood thus I can meet the blow, 

' fhifpwing bimfelf open. 

No ruffian^s purpofe lurks ^wUbkithi^^bofotii^N -y , 
To diefe iMfi wails, whem xlft dhie&ifcbiin A^bb^ 
With murd'rous ftrid&liftlhiooihes thefe wtH^ that 

oft : . ; / ^; 

Have fee th^aiTalTin's deeds ; I brings mind ' . \ 
Firm, virtuous, ujpri^.^^«Ufcder this vile garb. 
Lo I here a fon of China, -r-rr-? • 







Yes, thy garb i : L ' 
Denptps a fon of China j and thofc eye^ , 
Roll with nd blajck intent Say on-^ 

'' ZAPHIM^f/. -^ 



« \ m 



t 1 - . I 



< > « J y 



Ipfl^ni'd wth ddwNtiiw rtf )^r^^€K^ii\ 
I come to feck ^q»ftiHl|!i|cewi«h'«bf^.yWIJi 
Who for his king wewld bravjely die,—— ^ 

H A M E T, . : • 

Say then,. : . •.; 

Doft thou applaud tj^e ^cp^^ir-r^ 

9y bfgv'n, I do. . ■ . . 

Yes, 
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Yes, virtuous ^nyy rifcs in my fpuj —— 
Thy ardor charms rru?, and ev'n now I pant 
To change conditions with thee, — — 

HAlViEt. 

• »• • • 

Then my heart 

Accepts thy proffer^ friendfhip ; — ^in a bafe, 
A prone, degenerate -age, WheA foreign force. 
And foreign manners have o'erwhelm'd us all, , 

And fiink our native genius y ttiou retain^ 

A fenfe of ancient worchi — — But wherefore here, ' 
To this ftd nwuSifid*!) this albode of forrow, 
Com'fl; thoii to know a wretc;h that foon muft die ? -^ 

«APHIMR1. 

By heav*n, thou Ihalt notxKc**-^— I <rome to l^alt 
The rfadfome tidings of a happser fate.«i— — • 

By meJZaphimri feiKis — 

RAM EX.- '-'•' ': 

Zaphimrifend^l. 

Kind pow*r3 ! ——Where b the king ? \ ' n * 

His ftep# ane fafc i 

Unfeen as ts ^ arrow's ptdi. •»-~-rBy mt be iky% 

He knows, he loves, he wonders ^tiibjf vktsi^^mm 

By me he fwears, rtther ih^n thou fhould'ft fall. 

He will emerge from dark obfciyity, » 

And greatl y bra^ his fate^ ■ 



{ ^* 



" > *■■!■ 



HAMET- 
Ha! — die for me! ., 

For me^ ig^ob^k in the fcale of being ; ! . ) 

An noimportAnt Mrr^ tch ! ——Whoe'er thou art^ ^ 
I prithee, ftranger, bear my anfwer back— ;»?•.. ; 
Oh ! tell my fov'reign that here dweJLs d hearty/ 
Superior to all peril. — ^When I fall, 
A worm, — an infei^ dies ! -^ Bux in his life 
AfC wrapp'd the glories of our ancient line, 

. E 4 The 
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The liberties of China ! ^ Then let him 

Live for his people Be it mine to ^ 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Can I bear thia, ye powers, and not diiToIve 
Jn tears of gratitude and love ?■ ■■ 4fi^^f 

HAMET. 

Why dreams 

That flood of grief? — and why that ftifled groan ? 
Thro* the dark mift his forrow ca^s around him* 
He feems no common man.-^Say, gen'rous youths ; 
^Who and what art thou ? — — ; ^ 

ZAPHIMRI, 

Who and what am I ! •—— 

Thoi) lead'ft ipe to a precipice^ from whence 

Downward to look, turns wild the mad'ning braii^ 

Scar'd at th'unfathomable deep below. 

Who, and what am I ! — Oh ! the vericft wretch 

That ever yet groan'd out his foul iii anguifh. 

One loft, abandon^, hopelefs, plung*d in woo ^ 

Beyond redemption's aid.— To tell thee all 

In one dire word, big with the laft'diftrefs^ 

In one accumulated term of horror, ^ ■ ■ ■ 

•— Zaphimri ! — — 

HAMET. j 

Siid'ft thou ! — 

, ZAPHIMRI. 

He !-— -that fatal wretch ; 
fjc^lted into mifery fupreme. 
Oh ! I was happy, while good Zamti's fon 
I walk'd the common trafts of life, and ftrove 
Humbly to copy my imagined fire. 
But n6w*-^-~ 
H A M E T. 

Yes now— if thou art He— —as furc 

'Tis 
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•Tis wontf rous like— raised to a ftatc, in which 
A nation's happinefs on thee depends. 

ZAPHIMRl. 

A nation's happinefs ! -^ There, there I bleed — 
There are niy pangs. — For me this war b^an< 
For me hath purple flaughter drench'd yon fields* 
I am the caufe of all. — I forg'd thofe chains 
For Zamti and Mandane too — Oh ! heav'ns! 
Them have' J thrown into a dungeon's gloom.- 
Thefe are the horrors of Zaphimri's reign. 
—I am the tyrant**! r-; — I aurend the throne 
By tfampling'on the heck of innocence i 
By bafe ihgradtude ; by the vile means 
Of felfiih cowardice, that can behold 
Thee, and thy father, mother, all in chains, 
A]l )pft, all murder'd, that Jt dience may rife 
Inglorious to a throne ! — — 

HAMET. 
*Alas! thyfpirit. 

Thy wild diforder!d fancy pi£hjres forth 
Ills, that are not '■ or, being ills, not worth 
A fnomeht's paufe — — 

ZAPHIMRL 

llot ills I —thou can'ft not mean it. 
Oil] I'm ehviton'd with the worft of woes ; 
The angry fates,- amidft their hoards of vengeance. 
Had nought but^his— --^they meant to render me' 
Peculiarly diftrels'd. --~» Tell ine, thou gallant 

youth, — ^. 
—A foul like thine knows ev'ry fine emotion,— * 
Is there a nerve, in which the heart of man 
Can prove fuch torture, as when thus it m^ts 
Unequal'd friendOiip, honour, truth, and love. 

And nd return can make ? Oh ! 'tis too much. 

Ye mighty Gods, too much—thus, — thus to be 
A feeble prince, a Ihadow of a king. 

Without 
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Witbouc the potF*r to wrpak fertagp <» goilt, 
— ^Without the powV of «bu)gjriricw«.iig)ic> 

That powtriviU cx)me.'*^ — - 

ZAPHIMRi 

BtK vSieii ? ■ wfien tlieu »!t loft, ; > i i ^ 
When Zamti and MaaCbma are<kftioyVi^ 
Oh f for a dagger's po$fi«, M {sSung^ it dnp^ 
Deepin thi««— ha ! ^-- De^ m the^ t^ant's hearu— •t 

■ HA MET. '^'-'^ ' • .- 

There your revenge flioultj polrit^^ 5For that great 
deed ■ ■ ''' ' '' \'.' 

Heav*n hath watch*d all thy irim 5 knd 1^ itkoht 
now . , 

With headlong rage ibilrq at Its' guai-difUft c^. 

Nor wait the movemaits of jfctern^ Jufticcf — — . 

ZAPHlMRI. 
Ha!— whither hasr my phren2y ftray'd ? -r— rYw, 

heav'n. . r- * .* , ' 

Has been all-bounteous:.— ftig^tcfops poW'rs ! -*-^ 
To you my orifons are due •^-^^-^TPdt ol)i ' 
Complete your goodnefs : ■ "' Savt this valiant 

youth ; ■ ■> • 
Save Zai»(i'« bbufe ( aod tJten, t-r^if fu€h-y<>ur wHU 
That from the Tartar's bead mf 4ctn itis^ i^lght ^ 
SbaH graip the onoiim of Gbioamt-T^fisach me thstii 
To btar yoar dread vkegec€Ae^Hr*^r- 1 fiand 
ReOgn'd 0> your higH wiU. «--T^ ^ ' ' 

HAMET. 

» 

And lieav'n, 1' tnift,' ' : ' " '' ' 

Will ftill preftrve thee ; in its dWB gopdtime 
Will finifh Its ddcre^s: ' '' ' ' ' ' ' 
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YeS| Hamet, ye? ^ . , , , . 

A gleam of hope reyniuins. -^— ^ S^^ould Timurkan 

Defer his murder to* the midnight hour, • 

Then 
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Then will I come, — then burft thefe guilty walls» 
Rendtho^«aie>Meniacles, and give thee freedom, 

HAMET. 

Oh ! no-*-y«w m«ft not riflj 



ZAPHIMRI. - 

^ band of heroes 

For this are ready ; honourably l<?«g«iVl 
To vindiMjs: their fi^ta^r^-f^Thv f*dser'S'««ft 
Plann'd and infpir'd the whotevr- Amot^i thett-o*^, . 
Nay in his very gi¥iKl«, t^ffedcpaot wanting 
Some gallant fons of China, in that; hour, 
Who will ^jftover th?U ioqg:J?9Pt-up fury. 

And deal ^ftjudion jround. 

HAMET,- 

Whjit^flU c<5fnve»'i, 

Afld «v*ry thiag ijlifposM ? • , 

,ZA?HlUSil» 

In filent terror all ln«icnf fjjey ft^nd. 
And wait the fignal in each gale that blows, 

HAMET 

Why did'ft thou venture forth ? 

ZAPHI'MRI. 

I 

What, poorly lurk 

While my flferi*i die 1— that thaUght^-*bat, gcw- 

roiK y<iu A, - - . - ' • ^ ^ 

rU not tMok meattlyof l:hee-~No.-Mthatrt:hoagkt 

Is foreigh to ^hy flieaw; -— -^ ' 

HA'MET; 

But think, my priact*, ^ - 

On China^>vf6ngs,tke dying heroes gff»ns; 

•Think-^n thy anc^ftor^.'-- ' ' 

ZAPHIMRL 

My anceftors ! 

What is't to me a long-defcended line, 
A race of worthies, Is^giflators, heroes, -r—^ 
i^Unlefs I bring their vtrt«es too?^No jnore-rr • 

^ ' Thv 
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Thy own example fires me. — Nev this place 
I'll take my ftand, and watch their bufy motions. 
Until the gen'ral roar ; — then willl CQmc, 
Apd arm thee for th' afla\ilt.-r-r- 

• * 

HAMET. . 
Oh ! if thou do'ft. 

Yet once again Pll wicjd the deathful bladcj^ 
Anji t)carlagainft the foe. — - 

ZAPHIMRL 
Yes, tho\i and I 

Will rufli together thro' the paths of death', 
Mow down our way, and with fad overthrow 
Purfue the Tartar — like two rufliJng torrents. 
That from the mountain'? top, 'midft roaring caves^ 
'Midft rocks and rcnt-uptrees, foam headlong down, 
And each depopulates his way. n 

Afloiirift> oftrumfetK 
HAMET. 
What means 
That fudden and wild harmony ? n 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Even now 

The conqu'ror,. and his fell barbaric rout, 
For tnis day's viftory indulge their joy ; 
Joy foon to end in groans — for all confpires 
To forward our delign — and lo ! the lights 
That whilom blaz'd to heav'n, now rardy fcen 
Shed a pale glimmer, and the foe fecure 
Sinks down in deep debauch ; while all awak^ , 
The genius of this land broods p'er the work 
Of juftice and revenge. 

HAMET. 
Oh ! revel on. 
Still unfufpefting plunge i|i guilty joy. 

And bury thee in riot> 

ZAPHIMRL 
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ZAPHIMRI. 

To wake from that file trance — for e'er the daWri,' 
Detefted fpoiler^ thy hot blood /hall fmoke 
On the ftain'd marble, and thy limbs abhorr*4 
I'll fcatter to the dogs 6( China.- 



m>i^ 



Enter MitiVA's. 

MIR VAN. 

• Break off your conference — Oftar this way comes* 

ZAPHIMRL 

This garb will cloak me from each hoftile eye j 
Thou iwcd'ft not fear detcftion.— — 

Enter Octar* 

MIRVAN. 
Theresas your prisoner*—* Potntitig to Hamct; 

OGTAR. 
Lead him to where Mandane's matron grief 
Rings thro* yon vaulted roof.— — 

HAMET. 

Oh! lead me to her; _ 

Let me give balm to her'afl3i£ted mind ; 

And Ibften anguifh in a parent's bread. 

[£;«/, with Mirvan^ 

ZAPHIMRI. 

What may this mean ? I dread fome lurking 
milchief.— — — [E^it en the oppojite ftde. 

OCTAR. 

When the boy clings around his mother's heart 
In fond endearment, then to tear him from her. 
Will once again awaken all her tendernefs. 
And in her impotence of grief, the truth 

At 



^ ^ . ' » » 
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At length will hutit its. way.— Bot Timurkan . . , 
Impatient comes. 

II. 

. J^<y TlMWRKAM 

OCTaK. '.'' 

Thu$ with diforderM looks, 

Why will my fovVeiga ikua the gonial banquet. 

To feek a dungeonls gloom ? 

TlMURkAN. 
Ohf raKant06tar, 

A more than midn^ht glootti irt^olves my foul^ 
Haft thou beheld thi> ftiibbortf xnaa4^in6 i 

OCTAR. 

I have •, and tried by ev*ry threatened vengeance 
To bend his (ouU Unc6iiqi»r\d'yet by words 
He fmiles contempt v as if fome inward joy^ 
Like the fun lab'rihg fft a rrtght pf clouds. 
Shot forth kt gbd'ning tJilfgftfted bi)imsr, 
Chearing the face of'woe^ — *-«^ 

TIMURKAN; 
"WhatofMandaneT — ^ 

o e f A R. 

At firfl: with tears and bitter Iktn&ttAtSdtiS 
She caird M OatMt loft ; — btt when I ar^d^ ' 
She ftill micht fafvt her bof, Arid fiw'thserfetf, 
Would (he but give Zaphimri to your wrath. 
Her tears forgot, to flsiiM ;.••-» Ifc^ voice, her look. 
Her coIqw fiiddm chang^'d, wdaUWfimn 
£nlargiBA with tV emotions of her fiwd, 
Grew vatter to the fight. -s-With blood -fhot eyes 
She call a look of filent indignation, . 
Then turned in (uUeti mtwd away. 

riMURfcAN. 
Perdition 

Overwhelm her pride.—*- 

OCTAR. 
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Aft artful tale of love fliould foftly g\idq 
To her afflifted fdol^— *-^a Cdaqu'ror's figjis 
Will waft 2t thottfind wiAes to kcr ke^rt. 
Till female vatsdtjp ai^rc tx> neaclr 
Tte caftern thfooc 1 *^6 Jihtnhtf ytrfHe sieka 
In the foft tumtik q£ her gi^ dffires^ 
Win from her ev'cy umh, An fpurii to fliamc 
Thewfeiky ddlo(hA^w>Hiatfc > * ■ >i 

TI.RURKAN. 

Oaw^ IIO*.^^ ;, 

1 caaitdt {wagyfUti kwe-iick adulation 
To thrill ia laogjuiililng deiire, andtiy 
The hopes*, the feara, aad the caprice of love* 
Enur'd to rougher fcenes, far other arts 
My mind employ*d,— f o fling the Well-ftor*d quiver 
O'er this tnarijy arm, and wing the daft 
At the? ffeet rainr-idecf, fwceping down the v^. 
Or up the moQntdfi, ftrainmg. ev'Vy^ n«ve : 
To vault the neighing foed, and urge his courie 
Swifter than whirlwinds -^ thro' the ranks of war 
T^drito aiy chariop*wheeU, iiaaoakiAg with^ore: 
Thefe are my f^affioas, tlus my Only icience^ 
Above the putffig ficknefles^of lovc^ 
Bripg ttwt vU^ flave, the hoary parieit, before mt. 

tS^il OdkaiF. 
.TIMURKAN. 

By heav'n their fortitude eceflis ^ fence 
To fhield 'em from xny wrath, more pow*rful far 
Than their high-boaftedjivaU, whkh long^hath (food 
The (hock of tinae^ of war, of Ilorms> and thunder. 
The wander of the world! - ■ " 
What art thou. Virtue, who can'fl: thus infpire 
This ftubbona pride, this dignity of foul^ 
And (till unfading^ beauteous in diftrefs, 
Catf ft tafte of joys, my heart hath never known ? 

Enter 
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Einter Zamti, in ebattii; 

TIMURKAN. 
Mark me, thou traitor, thy detefled BAt 
Once more I brook, to try if yet the lenfe 
Of deeds abhorr'd as thine, has touchM your Ibul; 
Or clear this myft'ry, or by yonder heav*n 
rU hunt Zaphimri to his fecret haunt. 
Or fpread a general carnage round the world. 

ZAMTL 

Thy rage is vain far from thy ruthkl^ pow'r 

Kind heav'n protefb him, till the awful ttoth 
In fome dread hour of horror and revctigi 
Shall burit like thunder on thee. > i. 

TIMURKAN. 
Ha! — — beware. 

Nor rouze my lion-rage— yet, crc 'tis late» 
, Repent thee of thy crimes. ' ' " ^ ' 

ZAMTI. 

The crime would be 

To yield to thy unjuft commands.— -—But know 
A louder voice th^n thine forbids the deed ; 
The voice of all my kings ! -^ forth from their tombs 
Ev'n now they lend a peal of groans to heay*n. 
Where all thy murders are long fince gone up. 
And ftand in dread array againft thee. 

TIMURKAN. 
Murders ! 

Ungrateful mandarine I — — • fay, did not I^ 
When civil difcord lighted up her brand 
And fcatter'd wide her flames ; when fierce contcn-^ 

tion 
'Twixt Xohohamti and Zaphimri's father 
Sorely convuls'd the realm i did not I then 

]Lea4 
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Lea4 forth my Tartars from their northern frontier* 
And bid fair order rife ? 

2 A M T 1/ 
Bid order rife 1 

Haft thou not fmote us with a hand of wrath? 
By thee each art has died, and cvVy fciencc 
Gone out at thy fell Waft — art thou not come 
To fack our cities, to fubvert our temples. 
The temples of our Gods, and with the worfhip^ 
The monftrous worfhip of your living Lama, 
Prc^hane our holy (hrines ? 

TIMURKAN. 
Peace, infolent. 

Nor dare with horrid treafon to provoke 
The wrath of injur'd majefty. 

Z A M T L 
Yes, tyrant. 

Yes, thou haft ftnote us with a hand of wrath 5 
Full twenty years haft fmote us -, but at length 
Will come the hour of heaven's juft vifitatbn. 
When thou Ihalt rue ■ hear me, thou man of 

blood — • 
Yes, thou ihalt rue the day, when thy fell rage 
Imbrued thofe ha^ds in royal blood-<«-nowtrentbIe-^ 
The arm of the Moft High is bar'd againft thee — 
And fee ! — the hand of fate defcribes thy doom' 

In glaring letters on yon rubied wall ! — 

Each gleam of light is perifh'd out of heav*n. 
And darknefs ruflies o'er the face of earth. 

.TIMURKAN. 

Think'ft thou, vile flave, with vifionary fears 

I e'er can fhrink appaPd? — thou moon-ftr,uck feer! 

No more Til bear this mockery of words 

Or ftrak refolve me, or, by hell and vengeance. 
Unheard-of torment waits thee — 

F ZAMTf. 



66 TheOAPHAM ©f CkiNAk 

ZAMTL ^ 
Know'ft thou not 

I ofFer'd up my boy ?-r-and after that, 

After that conflift, think'ft thou there is aught 

Zamti has left to fear ? 

TIMURKAN. 

Yes, fearn to fear 

My will — myfovVeign wili— which herets hw. 

And treads upon the neck of flaves. 

ZAMTI. 
Thy will * 

The law in China! — Ill-inftrufted man! — 

Now learn an awful truth, Tho* ruffian powV 

May for a while fupprefs all facred order. 
And trample on the rights of man •,— the fou1,v 
Which gave our legi.fl^ipn life, and vigour. 
Shall ftill fubfift — above the tyrant's reach.— 
— rThe fpirit of the laws can never die.-— r 

T I MURK AN. 

ril hear no more. — What ho ! ^ Enter Oftar, and 

guards )'~-^Br\ng forth Mandanc ■ 
Ruin involves ye all — this very hour 
Shall fee your fon impal'd. — Yes, both your fons. — 
Let Etan be brought forth. 

octar: 

Etan, my liege. 

Is fled for fafety. 

TIMURKAN. 

Thou pernicious flave ! ^ ^o Zamti. 

Him too would'ft thou withdraw from juftice ? : 

—him 
Would*ft thou fend hence to Corea's realm, to brood 
O'er feme new work of treafon ? — By the pow'rs* 
Who feel a joy in vengeance, and delight 
In human blood, I will unchain my fury 

On 
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On all, who trace Zaphlmri in his years ; . 
But chief on thee, and thy devoted race. 

/ 'Enter Mandane and Hamet. 

Mirvan guarding them^ ^c. 

TIMURKAN. 

Woman, attend fny words — inftant reveal 
This dark confpiracy, and fave thyfelf.— 
If willful thou wilt fpufn'the joys that woo thee. 
The rack fliall have its prey. ' 

. MANDANE. 
It is in vain. '* 

I tell thee, Homicide, my foul is bound 
By fofemn vows ; and wouldft thou have me break • 
What angels wafted On theit wings to heav*n ? 

TIMURKAN. 
Renounce your rafh refolves, nor court deftrudtion. 

MANDANE. 
Goddefs of vengeance, from your realms above. 
Where near the thrpne of the Moft High thou- 

dweirft, 
Infpher^d in darknefs, amidft hoisirds of thunder. 
Serenely dreadful, **till dire human crimes 
Provoke thee down -, now, on the whirlwind's wing 
Dcfcend, and with your flaming fword, your bolts- 
Red with almighty wrath, let loofe your rage. 
And blaft thi^ vile feducer in his guilt. 

TIMURKAN. 

Blind frantic woman!— think on your lov'd boy.—. 

MANDANE. . 

That tea^r ftruggle's o'er — if he muft die, 

rU greatly d^c to follow. ^--—- * 

Fa TIMURKAN. 



69 The Orphan of China. 

TIMURKAN. 
Then forthwith 

rU put thee to the proof— Drag forth the boy 
To inftaat death. ^Tbeyfeize Hamet. 

H A M E T. 

Come on then Lead me hence 

To fome new world where juftice reigns, for here 

Thy iron hand is ftretch*d o'er all. '■ 

[Exity guarded. 
TIMURKAN. 

Quick, drag him forth. 

MANDANE. 

Now by the pow'rs above, by cv'ry tie 
Of humanizing pity, feize me firft ;-« 
Oh ! fpare my child, and end his wretched mocher. 

TIMURKAN. 
Thou plead'ft in vain. 

Enter a Mejfenger in hafie. 

Mejfet^er. 
Etan, dread fir, is found. 



25 A M T I. 
Ah ! China totters on the brink of ruin. Afidc. 

TIMURKAN. 
Where lurk*d the flave ? 

Mejfenger. 

Emerging from difguiib^ 

He rufh'd amid the guards that led forth garnet ; 

'* Sufpend the ftroke,*' he cryM ; then craved ad- 

mittahce 
To your dread prefence, on affairs, he fiiys. 
Of higheft import to your throoe and life. 

ZAMTI. 
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ZAMTI. 

Kuin impends, i^^de) Heed not an idle boy . - 

21? Timurkan. 
TIMURKAN, 

Yes, I will fee him — bring him ttrait before me. 

ZAMTI. 

Angels of light, quick oh the rapid wing 
Dart from the throne of grace, and hover round 
him. 

Enter Z aphimri, guards following bim.- 

TIMURKAN. 

Thou com*ft on matters of imjportance deep 
Unto my throne and life.-— 

Z APHIMRI. 
I do. — - This very hour 
Thy death is plotting.- — 7 

TIMURKAN. 
Ha! ■ ■ by whom ? 

Z A P H I M R I. 

Zaphimri! 

ZAMTI. 

What means my fbn ? 

TIMURKAN. 

Quick, give him to my rage. 

And mercy fhall to thee extend. 



ZAPHIMRI. 

Think not 

I meanly come to fave this wretched being. — 

Pity Mandane —Save her tender frame Kneeh. 

Pity that youth ~dh ! fave that godlike man. • 

ZAMTI. 

Wilt thou diflxonour me,* degrade thyfclf, 

• F 3 Thy 



^o 
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Thy native dignity by b^fely kneeling ? — — 
Quit that vile pofture; 

TIMURKAN. 
•Rafh intruder, hence. ■ T!o Zamti. 

Hear me, thou ftripling ; —or unfold thy tale. 
Or by yon heav'n they die — Would'ft thou appeafc 

my wrath ? . 
•— Bring me Zaphimri's head.—— 



\ ,f 



ZAPHIMRI. 
"Wai that fufficc ? • • 

• ZAMTI. 
Oh ! heavens \ - Jftde. 

TIMURKAN. 

It will. r- 

ZAPHIMRt. ■ ;- 

Then take it, tyrant. 

Sifing up^ ani pointing to bimfelf. 

ZAMTI. HA MET. ■ 

Ah! 

ZAPHIMRI: 
I am Zaphimri — - 1 your mortal foe.*— ^ ■'.... 

• ZAMTI. 
Now by yon heav'n ! it is not. \ •■, .n 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Here ftrike here ■ ■■ 



1 . * 



..: I. 



Since nought but royal blood can quench thy thrift.-— 

Unfluice thefe veins, » but. fpare their matchlcfs 

lives, f 

TI^MURKAN. 

Would'ft thou deceive me too ? 

ZAMTL 
He would—— , . 

ZAPH.IMRL ': 

No here. 

Here on his knees,. Zaphimri begs to die. 

.••'.. z-A MTI. 
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: ZAMTI. 

Oh ! horror^ 'tis my fon — by great Confucius, 
That is my Ecan, my too gen'rpus boy. 
That fain would die to fave his aged fire. ■ ■ 

• MAN DANE. 
Alas ! all's ruin*d. — freedom is no more. — Afide. 

ZAPHIM^LI. 
Xet hear me, Tartar -r- heaf the voice of truth— 

1 am your vidim — by the gods, I am, 

Laying bold of Timurkan», 

TIMURKAN. 

Thou early traitor ! — triain'd by your guilty fire 
To deeds of fraud— -no more thcfe arts prevail. — 
My rage i$ up in arms, ne'er to know reft. 

Until Zaphimri pcrifh.-7. Off, vile flave 

This very moment ft\^ecp 'eni fifom my fight, 

MANDANE. . 

Alas ! my huffiand — Oh ! my fon, my fon 

Z AM T I. 

May all the hoft of heav'n proteft him ft ill. 

lExeuni Zamti and Mandane, 
guarded by Oftar, &V. , 

ZAPHIMRI, ftruggUng with T\m\Jixk2iTiy on bis 

knees. 

Ah ! yet withold — in pity hold a moment ■■ 
I am Zaphimri — I refign my crown 




T I M U R K A N. 

Away, vain boy ! — go fee them bleed — behold 
How they will writhe in pangs; pangs doom'd 

for thee. 
And evVy ftrippling thro' the eaft. Vile flaVe, 

away ! • Breaks from him^ and exit. 

F4 ZAPHIMRI, 
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ZAPHIMRI, lying m ibe ground ^^ officers and 

guards behind him. 

Oh ! cruel ! ~ yet a moment -^7— - Barbarous- 
Scythians ! 

Wilt thou not open earth, and take me down, 
Dow^ to thy caverns of eternal darknefe, 

From this fupreme of woe ? Here will I lie, . 

Here on thy flinty boibm, ► with this breaft 

- I'll harrow up my grave, and end at once 
This pow*riefs wretch, — this ignominious king ?— » 
-^And fleeps almighty Jufticc ? Will it not 
Now waken all its terrors ? — arm yon band 
Of fccret heroes with avenging thunder ? 
By. heaven that thought (rifing) lifts up my kiiid- 

ling foul 
With renovated fire (qfide.) My glorious friends, 
(Who now convene big with your country's faxe. 
When I am dead, — oh! givemejuft revenge—— 
Let not my (hade rife unatton'd amongft ye j ■ » 
Let me not die inglorious ; make my -fill 

With fomc great a£k of yet unheard-of vengeance, 
Refound throughout the world -, that f^rtheft Scythia 
May ftand appall'd at the huge diflant roar 
Of one vail ruin tumbling on the heads 
Of this fell tyrant, and his hated race, 

[£x//, guarded. 



End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACT V. 

jE«/^r OcTAR; Zamti and Mandane, 

folhmng Mm. 

ZAMTI. 

J**;|^2;**JH Y doft thou lead us to this hated 
*'^*£)»4k manfion ? 

W O J Muft we again behold the tyrant's 
J frown ? 

r«^^^ Thou know'ft our hearts arc fix*d. — 

OCTAR. 
The war of words 

We fcorn again to wage — - hither ye come 
Beneath a monarch's eye to meet your doom. 

'The rack is now preparing Timurkan 

Shall foon behold your pangs, and count each groan 

Ev*n to the fuUeft luxury of vengeance. 

Guard well that paffage (to the guards within) y fee 

tHefe traitors find 
No means of fTight \ while to the conqueror 
I haften, to receive his laft commands. 

{^Escit Odar, on the oppojite Jide. 

Zamti and Mandane. 

ZAMTI. 

lHou evef faithful creature — 



MANDANE. 
Can'ftthou, Zamti, 

Stril call mc faithful ?— ^ — by thiit honoured name 

Wilt 
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Wilt thou call her, whofe mild maternal love 
Hath overwhelmed us all ? ■ . 

ZAMTL , 

Thou art my wife, 

Whofe matchlcfs excellence, ev*n in bondage. 

Hath chear'd my foul j but now thy ev'ry charm. 

By virtue waken'd, kindled by diftrefs 

To higher luftre, all my paflions beat 

Unutterable gratitude and love. ^ * . . 

And muft — oh ! cruel! — muft I fee the bleed ? •— 

M A N D A N £. 

For me death wears no terror on his brow — -* 
Full twenty years hath this refounding breaft 
Been fmote with thefe fad hands ; thefe haggard eyes 
Have feen my country's fall ; my deareft hufband. 
My fon, — my king, — all in the Tatar's hands : 
What then remains tor me? — ^Death,^^only death* 

ZAMTL ' 

Ah ? can thy tendernefs endure, the pangs 

inventive cruelty ev'n now defigns ? -= 

Muft this fair fon;n — this foft perfeftion bleed ^ 

Thy decent limbs b.e ftraip'd with cruel cords, 
To glut a ruffian'^ rage ? -- — 

MANI>ANE. 

Alas! this frame. 

This feeble texture, never can fuftain it. 

But this — this I can bear -r- Sbew^ a da^er.^ 

.ZAMTL , 
tia! 

MAN DANE. 

Yes ! ■ this dagger ! — ^-^ > 

Do thou but lodge it in this faithfuLbreaft \ , 

My beart fhall fprfng to meet thee. ' ^ 

' ' ' 2AMTI. * 

: # 
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' ZAMT^I. 

Oh! ^ T 

MANDANE. 
Do thou, . . . , 

My honourM lord, who taught'ft "me ev'ry virtue, 
ASbrd this friendly, this laft human office. 
And teach the now to die. — 

• * 

2AMTL- 
Oh! never ■ never 
Hence let me bear this fatgj inftrument - 



Takes the dagger^ 
Wha^* to ufurp the dread prerogative 
Of life and death, and meafure out the thread , ; 
Of our own beings ! — 'Tis the coward*3. a6t. 
Who dares not to encounter pain and peril ■ * 
Be that the praftice of th'untutor'd favage ; — . 
Be it the praftice of the gloomy north, * 

. MANDANE. 
Muft we then wait a haughty tyrant's nod„ , 
The vaflals of his will ? — no —let us rather 
Nobly break thro* the barriers of this life, ». . . 
And join the beings of fome other world, 
Wh6*ll throng around our greatly daring fouls. 
And view the deed with wonder and applaufe. -•— 

ZAMTL . . . . 

Diftrefs too exquifite! ■ ' ' ■ ye holy ppw'rs. 
If aught below can fupe^fede your law, .1 
And plead for wretches, who dare, felf-impell*d, 
Rulh to your awful prefence ; — oh ! — it is not 
When the difterpper^d pfidCons rag? |' when pride 
Is ftung to madnefs ; when ambition falls 
From his high fcafFolding •, — oh! no — if aught 
Can-juftify the blow^ it is when virtue ' 

Has nothing left to do ; when liberty 

No more can breathe at large ; -r*tis with the groans 
Of our dear country when we dare to die. 

MANDANE, 
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MANDANE. 

Then here at once dircft the friendly ftcel. 

ZAMTI. 

One laft adieu I -r now ! — ah f does this become 
Thy hufband's love ? — thus with uplifted blade 
Can I approach that bofom-blifs, where oft 
With other looks than thefe — phi my Mandane— ^ 

Tve hulh*d my cares withih' thy fhelt'ring arms ? ^ 

MANDANE. 7 ' ' 
Alas f the loves that h6ver*d o'ei' our pillows 
Have fpread their pinions, never, to return, 
And the pale fates furround us *■ i« 
Then lay me down in honourable reft ; 
Come', as thou art, all hero, to my arms. 
And free a virtuoUS wife ■> '■, • 

ZAMTI* 
It muft be fo - ' ' 

Now then prepare thee — my arm flags and droops 
ConfciouS of thee in ev'ry trembling nerve. 

Da/hes down the dagger^ 
Byheav'rt drtce*^ tti6fe I would not raife the point 
Againft that hoard of fweets, for endlefs years 
Of univerfal empire. 

MANDANE. 

Ha ? the fell minifters <tf wrath and yet 

They Ihall not long ihfult us in tmr woes. 
Myfclf will ftill prefcrve the means of death. 

Takes up the dagger. 

'Enter Timurkak arid Octar. 

, TIMURKAN. 

Now then, detefted pair, your hour is come •^ 
Drag forth thefe fiavee toinftaot death and torsiont^. 
I hate this. dtiU dejay ; I burn to fee fhem 
Gafping in dea{h, ^d weltr'ing; in their gore« i 

MANDANE. 
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MANbANE. 

Zamti, fupport my fteps — with thee to die 
Is all the boon Mandane now would crave. 

[Exeunf. 
TiMURKAN and Octar. 

TIMURKAN. 

Thofe rafli, prefumptuous boys, are they brought 

forth ? 

OCTAR. 

Mirvan will lead the viftims to their fate. 

TIMURKAN. 
And yet what boots their death ? — the Orphan lives, 
And in this breaft fell horror and remorfe 
Muft be the dire inhetbitants. - — -Odtar, ftill 
Thefe midnight vifions ihake my inmofl foul. 

OCTAR. 

And fliall the ftiad'wings of a feverifh brain 
Difturb a conqu'por's brcaft ? ■ ■ ■ 

TIMURKAN. 

Oftar, they've made ' 

Such defolation here — 'tis-ditear and horrible ! . 

On yondeir couch, ibon as Qeep closed my eyes, 
AU that yon mad enthuiiaftic. pcieft 
in myilic cage denaunc'd^ rofe to my yiqw ; . 
And ever and anon a livid fiafh,^ 
From confcience fhot, fhew'd to my aching %ht 
The colours of my guilt ■ ■ ■ ■ 
Billows of bipod were round me ; and the ghofts. 
The ghofts of heroes, by my rage deftroy'd. 
Came with their ghaftly orbs, and ftreaming wounds; 
They ftalk'd around my bed ; — with loud acclaim 
They call'd Zaphimri I *midft the lightning's blaze 
Heaven roll'4 confenting thunders- o*cr my head;. 
Strait fronj his covert the youth fpruog upon me. 
And fliookhisgicaoiingfteel-^be hurrd me down, 

Down 
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Down headlong, down the drear hold, hold t 

where am I ? 
Oh I this dire whirl of thought-^my brain's on fire— 

OCTAR. 

Compofc this wild diforder of thy foul. 
Your foes this moment dief. ■ 

Enter Mirvan. 

timurkan. 

What would'ft thou, Mirvj^n ? 

-MIRVAN. 

Near to the eaftern gate, a flave reports. 
As oh.his watch he flood, a gleam of arms 
Caft a dim luflre thro' the night ; and flrait 
The fleps of men thick founded in his ear ^ 
In clofe array they march'd. 

TIMURKAN. 

Some lurking treafon ! 

What, ho ! my arms — ourfelf will fally forth. -^ 

MIRVAN. 
My liege, their fcanty and rafh- levied crew 
Want not a monarch's fword — the valiant Odbar, 
Join'd by yon faithful guard, will foonchaflife them. 

TIMURKAN. 

Then be it fo — 0<5tar, draw off the guard. 
And bring their leaders bound ift chains before me* 

iEscit Oaar. 

Timurkan and Mirvan. 

MIRVAN. 

With fure conviftion we have further learn'd 

The long-contended truth — Etan's their king— - 

The traitor Zamti counted but one fon j 

And 
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And him he fcnt far hence to Corea's realm. 
That fliould it e'er be known the prince furviv'd^ 
The boy inight baffle juftice. 

TlMURKAN. 
Ha! this moment 
Ourfelf will • fee him fall, -r-r- 

MIRVAN. 

Better, my liege. 

At this dead hour you fought rcpofe — mean time 

Juftice on him fhall hold her courfe. — Your foes 

Elfe might ftill urge that you delight in blood. 

The femblance of humanity will throw 

A veil upon ambition's deeds — *tis thus 

That mighty contqu'rors thrive ; — and even vice. 

When it would profper, borrows virtue's mien. 

TI MURK AN. 
Mirvan, thou counfePft right : beneath a Ihew 
Of public weal we lay the nations wafte. 
And yet thcfe eyes (hall never know repofc. 
Till tney behold Zaphimri perifh. Mirvan, 
Attend me forth. 

MIRVAN. 
Forgive, my fov'reign liege, 
t^orgive my over- forward geal I knew 
It was not fitting he Ihould breathe a moment : 
The truth once known, I rufh'd upon the vidim. 
And with this fabre cleft him to the ground. 

TIMUIRKAN. 

Thanks to great Lama ! — treafon is no more. 

And their boy king is dead, — Mirvan, do thou 

This very night bring me the ftripling's head. 

Soon as the dawn Ihall purple yonder eaft, 

Aloft in air all China Ihall behold it, 

Parch'd by the fun, and wekVing to the wind : 

Haftc, Mirvan, hafte, and fate my fondeft wifh. 
♦ * • 

MIRVAN. 
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M I R V A N. 

This hour approres my loyalty and truthi f £*k^« 

T I M U R K A N. 

Their deep-laid plot hath mifs^d its aim, and TU 

murkan 
May reign fecure — — no longer horrid dreams 
Shall hover round my couch —* the proftrate world 
Henceforth Ihall learn to own my fov*reign fway. 

Enter Mir van 

T I M U R K A N. 

Well, Mirvan, haft thou brought the wifh'd^for 
pledge ? 

MIRVAN. 
My liege, I fear 'twill ftrike thy foul with horror ? 

TINTURKAN. 

By heav'n the fight will gUd my longing eyes. 
Oh ! give it to me. — 

Enter Zaphimri (a fabre in bis band) and 
plants bimfelf before the tyrant. 

TIMURKAN. 

Ha! then all is loft. 

ZAPHIMRI. 

Now, bloody Tartar, now then know Zaphimri. 

TIMURKAN. 
Accurfed treafon ! — to behold thee thus 
Alive before me, blafts my aching eye-balls : 
My blood forgets to move each pow'r dies in 

me ■ " ■ 

Zaphimri. 
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Well may'ft thou trembfe^ well may guift like thme 
Shrink back appall'd 5 — for now avenging heav'n 
In me fends forth It's minitter ot wrath, . . 

To deal deftruftion on thee. — i 

■ TIMUijlkAN. 

Treach'rous flave ! . . _ , , . , 
'Tis falfc ! ~ with CbWdt-d-drt; a We aflaffin, 
A Midtiight ruffian on if|y |feacJeM hbiir ' : ^ 

Secure thou com'ft, thus to aflfault a w&tridr. 
Thy heart could never dare to meet in arms. 

Z A P H I M R I. 

Not meet thee, Taftaf 1~Ma f— in me thou fce'ft 
©re- oil whofe' fiefcd unndmbei^d'wrtmgs tKou'ft 
heap'd 
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Elfe could i fcorn thee, thus defencelefs.-^Yes, 
By all my great revenge, could bid thee try each 

Ihape,. ; • 
Aflume each horrid form, come forth array'd 
In all the terrors of deftruCtive giiilt y ■ 
But now a dear, a murder'd father calls ; 
He lifts my arm to rivet thei to earth, 
Th* avenger of mankind. 

MIR VAN. 

Fall on, my prince* 

. TIMURKAN. 

By heav'n. Til dare thee ftill ; refign it, flave, 
Kefign thy blade to ndbldr hands. 

Snatches MirvanV fabre. 
HIRVAN. 
O! horror 

What ho! bring help. — Let not the fate of China 
Hang on the iffue ot a doubtful combat. 

G TIMU^KAN.^ 
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TIMURKAN. 
Come on, prefomptuous boy; " 

ZAP HI MR I. ' ' 

Inhuman regicide !, 

Now, lawleTs ravager, Zaphimri comes 
To wreak his vengeance on thee. [Exeunt fighting. 

M.IRVAN> fobis. 

Oh ! nerve his arm* ye pow'/s» iind guide each 
blow. 

To Urn, enter VL AtAZT. 
.MIR VAN. . 
Sec there 1 — .hchirfd -rhe dvts uppn his prey.— — 

ZAPHIMRI, ^thin. - 

Die, bloodhound, die . 

TIMURKAN, withim, 

May curfes blaft my arm 
That faiPd fo foon. — — 

. HAMET. * 

The Tartar drops his point.*~- 
Zaphimri now ■ 

TIMURKAN, witUns 
— Have mercy ? — mercy ' — oh | 

ZAPHIMRI, within. 

Mercy was never thine— This, fell deltroyer. 
This, for a nation's groans. ■ 

MIRVAN. 
The monfter dies j 

He 
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He quivers on the ground I'hen let me fly 

To Zamti and Mandahe with the tidings. 
And call th^m back to liberty and joy. 

[Exis Mirvan* 

Hamet remains; /^ &'z» Zaphimri. 

t ... 

ZAPHIMRI. 

Now, Hamet, now opprdHon is no more : 
Tfusfmoakiog bkde hath dronfc die tyrant's blood. 

HAMET. 

China again is free 5— there lies the corfe 
That brcath'd deftruftion to the world. 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Yes, there, 

Tyrannic guilt, behold thy fatal end. 
The wages of thy fins. 

Ent& MoRAT. 

MO rat. 

Wfiere is the king ? 

l^evenge now ftatks abroad.-*-Our valiant leaders, 
True to the deftin'd hour, at once broke forth 
From ev*ry quarter on th* aftonilh'd foe ; 
Oftar is fall'n ; —all covered o'er with wounds 
He met his fafe ; and (Hi] the flaught'ring fword 
Invades the city, fhnk in fleep and wine. 

ZAPHIMRI. 

Lo ! Timurkan lieis levelPd with the duft ! 
Send forth, and let Orafming ftrait proclaim 
Zaphimri king; — my fubjefts rights rcftorM. 

[Exii Morat. 
Now, where is Zamti ? where Mandane ?— ha ! — 
What ipeans that look of wan defpairi 

' ' G 2 Enter 
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OK ! dire, mifohance ! * 

While here I trembled for the great event. 

The unrelenting flave3, wbofe trad^ is; djBjaf jj,^ 

Began their work. -Nor pietjr, nor age. 

Could touch their felon-hiearts—— they feiz'd on 

Zaojti, 
And bwnd. him on. the whieel-?--^ i\l frantic at^ the' 

fight, . ^ y: 

Mandane plung'd, a poniard in her he^rtji , ,. . 
And at her h^fband's feet expyd> ■ ^ . ■. 

H A M E t/ 
Oh! heav'ns! 
My mother! — ; — 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Fatal raflinefs ! — '> — Mirvan, fay. 
Is Zamti too deftrpy.'d?— r 

"mirvan. '" 

Smiling in pangs. 

We found the good, the venerablp man : 
Rplcas*d fronianguilh, with what ftrength remained, 
He reach!dthc couch, wl;iere Jo^ Mamlaoe Jay ; 
There threw, his mangled limbs i-^^—thpre, cling*^ 

ing.to the l)ody, 
Priiits thoufand kilTes oh her da^-Qold lips, 
And pours. hisfadiamentings, idacftrain. 
Might call each pitying angel ffcwn the fky. 
To fympf t;hize with human wqc, ■ 

The great folding doors open in the. back fcene^ 

ZAPHIMRI. 
And fee. 

See on that moufnful.bier he£lafps.her^i4: ; 

Still hangs upon each fade^ feature ^ (till 

To 
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To her deaf: t9f<S!^tsgphim in 
Hcf^trf ictdjig figh; !— r-: 

HAM E 1^ 

Oh! agofiiiiiig fccne ! 

^be <mffe t& hrought firwardi Zztntilykgon 
' m tbicmctiwid claj^ng the dead body. 

ZAMTI. 
Ah ! ftay, Mandane, ftay!, — r yet once again 
Let me behold the day-Kght of thy eyes — - 
GonC) gonci for evei;, ever gone — -r thofe orbs 
That ever gently beamed, muft dawn no more. 

Ai« thcfe our triumphs ? — thefcQur promisM joys?" 

ZAMTL 
The mufic of that voice recalls my foul. 

[Rifes from the bod^^ and runs* eagerfy t^ em^ 
brace Zaphimri; hif-JlrengtblfuUs bim^ and; 
be faints at bisfeeti 
My prince I roy Hi>*g ' 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Soft, raife him from the- ground: 

ZAMTI: 

Zaphimri ! — Hamet too \ — oh ! blefs'd event f 
I could not hope fuch tidings — thee, my prince. 
Thee too, my fon — I thought ye both deftroy'd; 
My flowv remains of life cannot ecidure 
Thefe ftrong vicilfiiudes of grief and J joy» 
And there -^ oh ! heav'n 1 -r* fee there, there lies 
N|pdane! 

HAMET. 

How fares it now, my fathei: ? 

Z AM.TJ. . . 

Lead me to her-—— 

29 that the ever dear, tEe faithful woman ? 

Is 
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Is that iriy wife ? — and is it thus at lertgtTii 
Thus do I fee thee then,- Nfahdaoe ^r*--^ cdd, 
Alas! death-cold -—r— ' ' 
Cold is that brcaft, where viitue ftomUfoye 
Made its delighted fojourn, and thoie^ lips 
that utter'd heavenly truth, rrpafe !^ p^l^ ! —dead, 
dead ! ' Sinks on the body, 

l^xz^j ye entomb me with her ? — r— > - . , 

ZAPHIMRI. 

Then take^yepow^rsythentake^our conquefts Ijaok ; 
Zaphimri never can furyiye r. : ^ 

ZAMTI, ratfing Umjelf. 

I charge thee live ; — — ' 

A bafe defertion of the public weal 

Will ill become a king alas } my fon^.— «?-• 

(By that dear tender name if once again 

Zamti may call thee) — tears will have their way --^ 

Forgive this flood of tendernefs — — my heart 

Melts even now thou noble youth — this is 

The only interview we c*er fhall have. — ~ 

ZAPHIMRI. 
And will ye then, inexorable pow'rs. 
Will ye then tcar.him from my aching heart I ■ ■. 

ZAMTI. 

The moral duties of the private man 

Are grafted in thy foul —— oh ! ftill remember 

The m^an immutable of happinefs. 

Or in the vale of life, or on a throne, . . . 

Is virtue ; ■■ each bad aftion of a luag 

Extends beyond his life, and ads again 

Its tyranny o'er ages yet unborq. 

To error mild, fevere to guilt, proteft 

The helplefs innocent -, and learn to feel 

The beft delight of ferving human kind. 

\' . ' c' . Be 



Rei.thefe,:.:mt|mncfer.thy-^rts V be there thy cares, 
An4 liwtheTf^tter c£ >a\wilhng pec^lc. : 

My foiheW'^-fee— ah! feel— 'hedi^s— .Kislips . 
'fiembld in a^ony *— his eye-balls glare •*-—*• ^ 
A deiriv-fike^ f afcncft' fpreads o*cr all his face. . 

c' ZAPHlMKL ' 

Is there no help to feve To dear a life ? ' 

It is tpQlate>TTT-I 4ie --rr^i^k^l 1 4ie,r — ^ .. , 
Life harrafs'd out, purfii'd with' barbVous art 
Thro* cvry trembling joint — now fails at once — - 

Zaphimri oh ! farewell ! 1 fhall not fee 

The glories of thy reign ■ Hamet ! — my fon— 
Thou good young my, ijjrewell/s- Mandane, yes, 
l^y foul with pleaAirrtakes her flight, that thus 
Faithful in death, I leave thefe cold remains 
Near thy dear honoured clay. ■ ■ ■■ Dies. 

ZAPHIMRI. 

And art thou gone. 

Thou beft of men ? — then • muft Zaphimri pine 

In ever-during grief, fiiice thoo art' loft ; 

Since that firm patriot, whofe pig^rental care 

Should raife, (hould guide, ihouldanimate my virtues. 

Lies there a breathlefs corfe.-i-^r— 

HAMET. 
My liege, forbear, — ^ 
Live for your people ; madnefs and defpair 
Belong to woes like mine. 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Thy woes, indeed. 

Are deep, thou pious youth — yes, I will live. 
To foften thy affliftions ; to afluage 
A nation's grief, when fuch a pair expires. 

Come to my heart : in thee another Zamti 

Shall 
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SfaftU^ddb the'reailn*-'^-«^nbw,let>imtifehQ&to'h 
My people 'With the found of |)ewii tthac dkitlc$ -^^''• 
To thefe a grateful tpQniKmnt fliall rife^ 
With all fcpufchral Jbpnaur«*— r=! fiiequeftt thde ; " 
We*ll offer incenife j.-<--»^ there eagk weepti^ imijfe 
Shall grave the fribuf ^ yprfe § ^— r- with ceate 
Embsdm their memories 4 aad teach mankind, 
Howe'er Oppreffion tlalk the^gro^ning^arth.; t 
Yet heav'n, Irt \t& Wn hdtlr, ^can luring irdicf 5 ' 
Can blaft the tyrant iA hii guilty pride, [ 
And proTC the Orphan^ guardkim't9f64fift^ • -] 



I > • f 






t X 



FviriW'.fSt 



fc> ^ — , 



t t. 




« / 



' I 



. J 



TO 

M.Pe VOLTAIRE, 

SIR, 

A Letter to you froQi slnEnglifli author will carry 
with it the appearance of corriefponding with 
the eiiemy» not only as the two nations are 
at preCent involved in a difficult and important war, 
but alfo bccaufe in many of your late writings you fccm 
determined to live in a ftate of hoftility widi the Bri- 
tiih nation. Whenever We cbme in your way, " we 
<< are ferocious^ we are iflanders^ we are the pebple 
^< whom yoiir country has taiight^ we fall behind othei^ 
*^ nations in point of tafte and elegance of compofidon ; 
<( the lapie cs^ufe that has witheld from us a genius for 
<< painting ^nd niuTic, has alfo deprived us of the true 
k« fpirit of Tt^gedy i ^uid ^ in (hort, barbarifin ftill pre- 
*< ysul$ ampn^ us," 

But, notwithftanding tjiis vein pf prejudice, which has 
dift^ured ^fBpft jJl your A^iVw^w^J, there ftill breathes 
ll^roughput ypur writings fuch a general fpirit of Hu- 
tMtiity ^nd s&eat for the Honour of the Republic of Let- 
t^r^, th^t I ain inclined to imagine the author of the 
findifli Qrpl>an of China (an obfcure iflander) may 
ftill addrofs you upon terms of amity and literary bene- 

vplenge. 

A? I bave f^ttempted a Tfagcdy upon a /ubjeft that 
hap exercifed your excellent talents, and thus have dared 
jtp try myftrength in the Bow of Ulysses, I hold my- 
felf in ibm^ Ibrt accountable to M. Dc Volt aire for the 
departure I have made from his plan, and the fubftitu- 
tion of a fitw f^Jp pf tny own. 

My firft propenfity to this ftory was occafioned by the 
xefnar);:^ ^JF ati admirable critic * of our own, upon the 

^V Afr« VjlHi {A his CoBu^e]itai3r.opoft Horace. 

H 
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Orphan of the House of Chau, prefeived toushf 
the induftrious and fenflble P. Du HaldE) whicft, as 
our learned commentator obferves, amidft great wiU- 
siefs and irregularity, has ftill fome traces of refpmblance 
to the beautiful models of antiquity. In my reflexions 
upon this piece, I imagined I faw a blemiih in the man- 
ner of faving the Orphan, by the tame refignation of an* 
other infant in his places efpecially when the fubjeSt af- 
forded fo fair an opportunity of touching the ftrugglings 
of a parent, on fo trying an occafion. It therefore oc- 
•curred to me, if a fable could be framed, in wbidi the 
Father and the two Young Men might be interwoven 
with probability and perfpicuity, anch not embarralfid 
with all the perplexities of a riddle, as, you knoi;ir, is 
the cafe of the Heraciius of Corneille, that then 
.many fiti ations might arife, in which fome of the neareft 
aiFeSions of the heart might be awakened : but even 
then I was too confcious that it muft be executed by a 
genius very different from myfelf, . 

In this ftate of mind, fir, I heard with pleafure thatM, 
De Voltaire bad produced at Paris HisL^Orphelin 
PE hK Chine: I ardently longed for a perufal of the 
piece, expelling that facb a writer would certainly feize 
all the ftriking incidents which might naturally grow 
out of fo pregnant a ftory, and that he would leave no 
fource of paffion unopened. I was in fome fort, but not 
wholly difappointed : I faw M, De Voltaire ruihing 
into the roidft of things at once ; opening his fubjefl in 
an alarming manner; and, after the narrative relating 
to Gengiskan is over, working up his $rft a£k fike a 

poet indeed. 

Meum qui pe£tus inaniter angit 

Ut Magus. 

In the beginning of the feoond ad, he again touches 

the pai&ons with a mafter-hand -, but, like^ii rower t^rho 
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bM put forth all ht3 ftrengtb, and fiiddehly flackens his 
exertiofiy I faw, or imagined I faw, him give way all 
at once ; die great tumiut pf the paffions is over ; the 
intereft wears away.; Gbngiskan talks politics j the 
tef^demefs of a mother, flying with all the ftrong im- 
palfes of nature to the relief of her child, is thrown in- 
to cold unimpaffioned narrative ; the role pour fatnourmx 
muft have its place, and the rough conqueror of a whole 
people muftinftandy become Le Chevalier Gengisk an^ 
as errant' a lover as ever fighed in the Thuilleries at 
Paris. Your own words, fir,' ftrongly expreffive of that 
manly and fenfible tafte, which diftinguilhesyou through- 
out Europe, occurred to me upon this occafioii: ^^ Quelle 
^^ place pour la galanterie que le parricide & I'incefte^ 
<< qui defolent line famille, & la contagion qui ravage 
<* un pais ? Et quel exemple plus frapant du ridicule 
^^ de notre theatre, & du pouvoir de Thabitude, que 
« Corndlle'd'un cote, qui fait dire a Thelee. — r 

*^ Quelque ravage aiFreux qu*etale ici la Pefte ; 

^* L'abfence aux vrais amans eft encore fdus funeftc. 
<< Et ihoi, qui, foixante ans apres lui, viens faire parler 
^^ une vielle Jocafle d'un viel amour : & tout cela 
^^ pour gomplaire au gout le plus fade & le plus faux qui 
<f ait jamais corrompu la literature." Indeed, fir, Gek- 
OISKAN, in the very moment of overwhelming a whole 
nadon, ufurping a crown, and maflacring the royal fa* 
mily, excq)t one infant, whom he is in queft of, ap- 
peared to me exaddy like the amorous CEdipus in the 
midft of a deftru^dve plague. ^^ Nunc non erat his lo- 
« cus.** — . How vw)uld that poble performance, that 
Chrficeuvredlyoxsx country, the Athawe of Racinc, 
have been defaced by the gallantry of an intrigue, if a 
tyrant had been introduced to mal^e loye to. the wife of 
the high-prieft ? or if Jo ad, entertaining a fecret af- 
fedion for Athalie, and being aiked what orders he 

H a 
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would give relating to the delnreiy df lus i^untrf, ^flovM 
anftrer, ^^ aucime/' none at all.---p-«And yet tiua is 'die 
language ^dS a northern conqueror, nvfaining for a mail** 
darin'swife, who has no power of reiiftii^ and faav^v 
ing no relation to ^ royd faoiily^ <^uld not^ by aq 
intermarriage, ftrengthen h»9 i^terefl: in tbeci^vrii^ 
But to you, fu-, who have told m that Love lkko^4 teigii 
a very tyrant in Tragedy^ cf fi^t appear tl|ere 4t s^ 
being unfit for the fiscond place ; . |q )^^, wuhciikfiyii iai4 
that Nero fhould not hide hii^elf bfbind a 4vi^^ to 
overbear llic conVerfation df^hismiftreftgod'hisrivaL 
what rieed I ui^ tbeferemarks7«««<-«-<-To'£iIl up ii»e 
}6ng career .Of a tragedy with fhi^ fpiiodic love; tifuft 
certainly h^ve been the tnoiive that led you into this, erv 
Tor ; ah error I take tbe liberty to call 4t, becaufe I 
•have obferved it fo be the hackneyed and ftaiefta|a^eai 
of many modem writers, fWithiQ the (^^mpaT^ of .my 
reading, there is hardly a bad niM ki any pligr^)hit1»e'k 
in love^ith fome v^ry good wo'maA ; the ficenei itoitpafs 
between them, I bkVe always jsemarked, larefoUl^d^lull 
and unawakentng by the audience, ei^n 0W»lgh 4()l>r]>« 
ed with Sill the graces of fuch conq!r(t)riti()ns as yours, of 
'iKThich it is but juftice to fay, that it bettors embel* 
liflinients Upon evdry fubjeft. 

For mc, fur, who only draw in crayons, who hare no 
refource to.tfaofe lafttng colours of imagination Wkb 
which you fet off every thing ; a writer fucfa as I am, 
' fir, could not prefume to fupport that tkrplictty 'of paf* 
fion which runs through your piece. I could not pre- 
tend, by the powers of ftyle^ to fuborn an -audience hi 
' favour of thofe fecondary paflTages, from which thdr at- 
tention naturally revolts* A jd^ner and more fimple 
method lay before me. i was neceffitated to 'keep the 
' main obje£t as much as poflible before tbe eye ; and 
therefore it waa( that I took a fiirvey of my Aibjefi, in 
order to catch at every thing that feemed to me to re* 
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ftdt wkh confer • »J|3 prdpHletf ffoin it* A fcantinere of 
jAterdHng bufmefTs ktmtd to me a firimaiy <kfe£t in tlui 
coftftraftiw nrf the Ffeiith Orphan ot China, and 
that I knagiiied i^d its foiirce In thoeielrly date of your 
j>lty. By t^egifttting almoft ^ gemino * ovei," by riiaky 
ing the Q^phah ktii thefnandarine*« fon dilldpeti intkeir 
(tftdks, it ^ppcfcred to tee Aat y^ had flripped youc^cSf 
dl tW6 dharaifters, 1il*ieh flwght be produced in an attikWc 
)]g|ht,4b Hs to engage the ^eAionsof ^ir ^auditoi^y fi6t 
only for themfdves, hut •coofei[ittentJy far thtfe aHb to 
^hdrti fliey fliouM ftajd h aily degrefe of xefatiom 
From this cohduft I ptopofed a further advantage, ttett ' 
of taking biF &e very obvious tbfembhilcie to ^ 
Ai^DltOMAcnc, >jrtrich now ftrikes every body in your 
|San. This laft rehtark I db n6t urge againft acciden- 
tia lahd difhht coincidendes of ientiment, di(%on, ot 
Afek.'Many of tHcGrcA plays, wefchow, had a hoAbf^ 
Wtenefs, fiich as an Cfintpus, an^rEciHA, an I^th* 
*C'£NiA in Tauris, in AvLrs, a Meropb, &c. Bat 
ivhat is a beauty in 'Racine, feems in his great fucceflbr 
to be a blemifii. In the foi^er, nodiing depends on 
the life of Ast yanax biit what was very natural, the 
^appinefs of the mother : in the latter, the fate of a 
kingdom is grafted upon the fortunes of an infant ; and 
J aik your own feelings, (for no l}6dy l:nows the liuman • 
heart better) Whether an audience is likely to takeany 
confiderable intereft in the deftiny of a babe, who, when 
your Zamti has faved him, cannot produce any change, 
any revolution in the affairs .of China ? No, fir ; the 
conquered remain in the fame abje£t ftate of yaflalage, 
and the prefervation of the infant king becomes therefore 
uninterefting and unimportant. He might die, fir, in 
cutting his teeth, of the hooping cough, or any of the 
diforders attendant on that tender age : whereas when 
the Orphan is grown up to maturity, when he is a moral 
agent in the piece, when a plan is laid for revenging 
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himTdf on the. deftr oyers of Jhis ftmOy, it then bcsconfieV 
a more prefling niotive in the mandarine's mind ; nay^ 
it is ^Imoft bis dutjT) in fuch a cafe, to facrifice even hi^ 
own offspring for the good of bis country. In your 
ftoryj firj ^ve me leUve to fay, I do not fee what end 
can he anfwered by Zamti*s loyalty : his profped is 
atleaft to diftant, that it becomes almoft chimerical. 
And therefore as biftory warrants an expulfion of the 
Tartars, as it was not upon the firft inroad, but in pro- 
f^efs of time and experience, that they learned to incor- 
porate tbemfelves with the conquered, I had recpurfe to 
my own preconceived notions. Whether I v^as partially 
attached to them, or whether my r^^fonings upon your 
fable vf ere juft, you, fu-, and the public, will determine. 

You will perceive, fir, in the Engliih Orphan ibme 
occafional inferttons of fendment from your elegant per- 
formance. To ufe the expreffion of the late Mr. 
Drydek, when he talks of Ben Johnson's imitation 
of the ancients, you will ofon track tm in your fntm. 
For this I (ball make no apology, either to the public or 
you : none to the public, becaufe they have applauded 
fome ftrokes for which I am indebted to you ; and none 
certainly to you, becaufe you are well aware I have but 
followed the example of many admired writers s Boi- 
1.EAU9 CoRNEiLLE, and Racine, with you; and in 
England, Milton, Mr. Addison, and Mr. Pope. 
It was finely faid by you, (I have read the ftory, and 
take it upon truft) when it was objeScd to the celebrated 
abbe Metastasio, as a reproach, that he had frequent 
transfufions of thought from your writings, " Ah ! le 
<< chcr voleur ! il m*a bien embellj." This talent of 
embellifliing I do not pretend to j to avail myfelf of my 
reading, and to improve my own produftions, is all I 
can pretend to ; and that I flatter myfelf I have done, 
not only from you, but many of the writers of antiquity. 
if the authorities 1 have abovementioned were not fuffi- 
cient, 1 could add another very bright example, the 
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cacample of M* De Voltaire, whom I have often, 
tracked, to ufe the fame expreffion again, in the ftww 
rf Sbak^ear. The fnow of Sh akespe ar is but a cold 
expreffion ; but perhaps it will be more agreeable to you, 
than a word of greater, encurgy, that fhould convey a 
full idea of the aftonifliing powers of that great man j 
for we iOanders have remarked of late, that M.De Voltaire 
has a particular fatisfa£tion in defcantiag on the faults 
of the moft wopderful genius that ever exifted fince 
Homer i infomuch that a very ingenious gentleman of 
my acquaintance tells me, that whenever you treat the 
ipinglifh bard as a dri^nken favage in your avant proposj 
he always deems it a fure prognoftic that your play is the 
better for him* 

If' the great fcenes of Shakespear, fir; if his 
boundlefs view of all nature, the lawn, the wilder- 
ne(s, the blafted heath, mountains, and craggy rocks, 
with thunder and lightening on their brows ; if 
th^fe cannot ftrike the imagination of M. De Vol- 
taire, how can I expeft that the ftudied regularity 
of my little fhrubbery fhould afford him any kind of 
pleafure ? To drop the metaphor, if the follovring tra- 
,gedy does not appear to you a monstrous Farce, it is 
all I can reafonably expeS. But whatever may be your 
opinion of it, I muft beg that you will not make it the 
, criterion by which you would decide concerning the 
tafte of the Englifh nation, or the prefent ftate of lite- 
rature among us. What you hive humbly faid of your- 
felf, in order to do honour to your nation, I can aflert 
with truth of the author of the Englifli Orphan, that 
he is one of the worft poets now in this country,, It 
is true, indeed, that the play has been received with 
uncommon applaufe ; that fo elegant a writer as the 
author of Creusa and The Roman Father was my 
critic and my friend ; and that a great deal of very par^ 
ticular honour has been done me by many perfonsof the 
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frft diflin^on. But^ give tne leave to fay^ they all faio^ 
fte fiiuhs of the piece, as well as if it had been £(* 
cnfled by the academy of BMes Lettres.^^-^'We are « 
generous nation^ fir ; and die fbinteft approaches tol 
meri^ always meet iiere thewarmeft encouragements 
One thing furthfer I >fll aflkre. you, in cafe you fbould 
difcover any traces of baibarifn in the flyle or fable^ 
That if you had been prefeiit at the repreifentation^ you 
would h^ve feafi'a theatrical fplehdor cohduaed with a 
Hinfumci uxdchowli to ^ticfam Francolfe ; ihe pcrfomi-^ 
ance of the two' Vourig' Mcrf would have made yoji «e-, 
grct that they were not in your piece ; «nd> tfiough % 
weak ftate of health deprived the play of fo fine an ac^* 
trefs as Mrs. Cibbbr^ you would have beheld in Mmt- 
i>ANE a figure that would be an ornament to any ftagd 
in Europe, and you would have acknowleged ^at her 
A^ng promifes alfo to be the fame : moreover, you 
would have feen a Zamti^ whofe exquifite powers are 
capable of adding Pathos and Harmony even to ouf 
great SHA|CB8£BAft, and have already been the chief" 
fupport of fome of your fcenes upon the Engliih ftage. 

Upon the whole, fir, I beg you will not imagine that 
I have wrote this Tragedy in the fond hope of eciipfing 
fo celebrated a writer as you are : I had ah humbler 
motive, propter timortm quod u imitari aveo. Could I ^ 
A6 that in any diftant degree, it Would Very amply 
gratify the ambition of^ 

Sify your r^al admirer, 

^Od Aoft humble (erV^t^ 
London, 
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